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Introinetimt 


W ell here we ere ggaln, ond as I write these words there's enough horror going on 
In the world to moke the exploits of Freddy and company look pretty tame by 
comparison. The real monsters of this planet don't go around with razor finger- 
nails and complexions like an overcooked hamburger, but they can cause suffer- 
ing on a scale that Is almost impossible for the human mind to comprehend, 
finyway, let or hope that a better, safer virorld emerges from the debris of all this disaster. 

fk renowned press cynic once said that a good editor Is one who knows how to separate the 
wheat from the chaff - and then prints the chaffi There's undoubtedly a great deal of truth in [ 
that statement, especially in the world of tabloid Journalism. But In my t^ok a good editor is i 
someone who, among other more saintly virtues, has a clear vision of the project in hand and f 
Is not prepared to compromise that vision. I'll leave others to Judge MY editorial competence, but \ 
I do have a very clear vision of the way THE DHRK SIDE should develop In the months ahead. 2 
fls o lifelong horror fan I have always wanted to see articles on such unsung heroes of the genre ' 
as Norman Warren, Herman Cohen, Bert I. Gordon, Hrmando D'Ossario and their anonymous 
ilk, and I hope you think the same way, because that's Just what we're going to give you. That's 
not to say we'll be neglecting the work of current genre superstars like Clive Barker, David 
Cronenberg and Wes Craven. But we will also be throwing the spotlight on ghoulish golden 
oldies, from Karloff and Lugosi, to Lee, Price and Cushing. You'll notice that this very issue we 
present the first part of Hlan Jones' exhaustive profile of Pete Walker, the man who gave us such 
exploitation treats as FRIGHTMHRE and THE HOUSE OF WHIPCORD, and Colin Davis delivers an 
amusing, insightful look at the brief but eventful career of HORROR HOSPITAL director Antony 
Belch. These ore people whose contributions to the genre have gone unrecognised for far too 
long, and we're pleased to set the record straight. 

The results of our reader survey are now being tabulated, and we're immediately acting on 
your demands to Include more book material and video reviews (though the latter will depend 
on how many vids are actually released in the month in question!) It was encouraging to note 
that most of the readers who took the trouble to fill in the questionnaire seemed to be ninety 
percent happy with the magazine as it is. Perhaps I'm not such a bad editor after all... 

Finally, a quick word about our OPPORTUNITY SHOCKS 'Moke Your Own Horror Movie' com- 
petition. For those who missed the entry details, what vire want is a shortish horror video 
(preferably no longer than 20 minutes) that must be all your own work. The grand prize is a 
brand new Hitachi 'point and shoot' Camcorder worth €700, plus the honour of having your film 
screened at this year's prestigious SHOCK AROUND THE CLOCK festival. 

There will also be a goody baq of prizes for the nine runners-up and a 
special award for 'Best Makeup.' The closing date for entires is 30th of 
April, and the top ten finalists will be Invited to attend a London 
screening where their work will be Judged by such genre celebrities as 
TROMA boss Lloyd Kaufmann, director Fhiona Louise, and SHOCK XPRESS 
supremo Stefan Jaworzyn - plus anyone else of importance we can rope 
ini Please don't forget to make a copy of your tape before sending It off, 
just in case It gets lost in transit. And include a large, padded SAE If you [ 
want it back afterwards. That's about it for now. Enjoy the Issue, and let | 
me leave you with a wise message for the warmongers out there: the pen I 
is mightier than the sword - and considerably easier to write with... 

AHsn Bryce 




ConrribuTors for fhls issue: Alon McKenzie. 5ron Nicholb, Srefon Jowofzyn. Jon Abbott. Alon Jones. John Drosnon, Cotin Dove. RichotcJ 
Marshall. Norman Toylot. Publishing Director: Koymond Lewis. Monaglng Director; Perer Welhom Produaion Controiler; Jayne Penfotd. 
Printed ond bound by: Corllsle Veb Offset. Newron Trading Esrare. Carlisie. Cumbno CA2 TMfX. Colour ond Mono origir>orion. Ebony. 
Liskeord. Cornwoll. News Trade Distributor: IPC MorHerforce. Kit>gs fteoch Tower, Stamford Street. London 5E1 91.5. Subscription Rores: 
l^fer to subs poge rhis issue. THE DAftK SIDE is publi^ted on rhe 4th Thursday of eoch month preceding the coverdote.Amerlcon Buteou 
- AAoIrtorKj McDonogh 
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P icture this, if you can: a belching, 
demon toad is about to suck out 
your brain unless you explain the 
'success' of the ‘Halloween'. 
‘Nightmare on Elm Street' and ‘Friday the 
13th' series to him pronto - what do 
>■00 say? How do you make such 
offensive, repetitious and 
uninspired drivel sound 
rational and appealing? 

‘Oh. well, they’re these 
great films about 
characterless teenagers 
being murdered by 
faceless maniacs...But. 
urn. the faceless killers 
are almost like heroes 
- at least, they're only 
slightly less one- 
dimensional than the 
losers they butcher, 
and, ah, they 
slaughter the kids in 
really inventive ways...' 

Around this point Mr 
Toad would undoubtedly 
begin his feast... 

As of the UK video 
release of Halloween 5 the 
‘Halloween' series had taken 
over $220 million at the US box 
office alone. During that period 
we've seen John Carpenter sell the 
rights and wash his hands of all but the 
royalties for the continued use of his over- 
familiar theme music. We've seen 
screenwriters take their names off 
pictures. We've seen a stuntman (with a 
noticeably different build in each episode - 
by part 5 he's looking positively weedy) in 
an expressionless mask decimate the 
adolescent population of Haddonfield. 

We've seen crazy old Dr Loomis 
(portrayed by the seemingly tireless 
Donald Pleasence) return as often as 
Michael Myers! We've seen Mr Myers check 
out the electoral register for the distant 
relativ'es of someone who once had sex 
with his Great Aunt Crackbaggy. then hack 
‘cm to bits. (In part 5 he’s desperate - or 
confused ~ enough to scissor up the half- 
sister of his niece. His niecel She 
temporarily halts him by climbing into a 
coffin and shouting “Uncle!" Honestly.) 
And. unless 1 nodded off and missed a key- 
sequence early in the series, we've had less 
than zero by way of explanation as to why 
The Shape is “the devil incarnate." 
although Dennis Etchison, in his 
pseudonymous novelisation of Halloween 
II, did attempt to rationalise it. 

In case you've been fortunate enough 
to have spent the last decade in the belly of 
a whale, here are a very few, very basic 


for no apparent reason) escapes, returns 
to Haddonfield and proceeds to tear up the 
town and the local teens, most of whom 
are girls who dress scanty or make out 
with their dumb boyfriends. The only one 
he doesn’t kill is virginal Laurie 
(Curtis), though he does have a 
damn good try... 

Thus was the morally 
objectionable premise 
established and has 
continued, relatively 
uninterrupted, until 
now. And the really bad 
news is that Halloween 
5 looks like it's 
nowhere near the end 
of the saga... 

If Halloween 
appeared to be built 
upon a morally dubious 
premise, it was at least 
accomplished with some 
panache, which is more 
than can be said for the 
multitude of abysmal stalk 
and slash atrocities it 
ushered in. While Carpenter's 
model at least took some time 
to introduce its characters before 
dispatching them. Elms such as 
the ever-reliable Joe Zito's The 
Prowler (or whatever the hell it was 
called in Britain) or George Mihalka's 
Canadian-made My Bloody Valentine (to 
name but two in a veritable manure heap 
of titles) were even more simplistic 
exercises in raising the body count. 

And while The Prowler, The Burning 


Tve come for Stefan Jaworzyn' 


details of the series. It began in 1978 with 
John Carpenter's modestly budgeted 
($320,000) 'ground-breaking' (the fact 
that the ground it broke subsequently 
became about as fertile as a stretch of the 
Ho Chi Minh trail doused in Agent Orange 
cannot, realistically, be blamed on 
Carpenter, can it.,.?) independent 
production. Halloween, starring Jamie Lee 
Curtis and the inescapable Donald 
Pleasence. The first part set up the legend 
as follows: on Halloween night. 1963. six- 
year-old .Michael Myers stabbed his sister 
to death after she made love with her 
boyfriend. Following fifteen years of 
staring at the walls in the boobyhatch, 
Mikey-boy (now known as 'the bogeyman' 





and Friday thr I3lh at least had the 
advantage of showcasing Tom Savini's 
superb gore effects (though manv were 
truncated bs* the British censors), the vast 
majority of slasher movie.s merely 
guaranteed acres of Mrandering around in 
the woods, old dark bouses or dusty cellars 
before a dope-smoking blockhead or 
topless himho was pounded, punctured or 
pulverised in a scene alnrosl guaranteed to 
he cut... 

Anyway, whatever the first episode 
arguably had in the way of .shde (the razor- 
sharp editing of Tommy Wallace and 
Charles Bomstein. Dean Cundey's slick 
photography and Carpenter's own neat 
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synthesizer score) was. even more 
arguably, lost in the second episode. But 
what Halloween H did haNe was a higher 
body count and some much-needed graphic 
violence, purportedly inserted by Carpenter 
himself to spice up the lacklustre 
proceedings. 

The 'stor%'' continues straight on from 
part one and is set in Haddonfield hospital, 
where Laurie (Curtis, returning along with 
Pleasence to do battle with the by-now- 
indestructible Shape) is recox-ering from 
mad .Michael's initial attack. By the time 
the film reached its climax one didn't give 
a hoot what the family connection between 
Laurie and The Shape was... 

Well, the stars hast been kinder to 
Halloween II than many of its contemp- 
oraries. and though it maintains a 
modicum of chills and some acceptable 
graphic death scenes it's essentially just 
another hospital killer film, better 
e.xecuted than say. X-ltag or Visiting 
Hours, but laclnng their compulsix'C sleaze 
quotient. 

Extn if Halhuretn tit: Season of the 
Witch were not a good movie in its own 
right, it would tower above the 
others in the series simply for 
the fact that it's not a knife- 

f idl! time-waster. Foi^et N'igel 
Kneale's endless complaints 
about how they' ruined his 
preoous scrfpl: Halloween III 
is a Bnc mutation of ancient 
magic and computcr-age para- 
, noia with an eerie atmosphere 

and great effects, marred 
O only by the wooden 

acting of Tom .Mkins 
and Stacey .\elkin. 
\ It's a dark, brood- 

' tng picture, with a 

gennineK’ inspired plot, a 


Above: Scenes tram HALLOWESH II 




new perspective might be forthcoming, 
that the film-makers might exercise a tad 
more imagination, might even introduce 
some kind of feminist nonsense into the 
proceedings. No chance. Halloween 5. if 
not quite the nadir of the series (that's a 
question I wouldn't really care to ponder, 
to be brutally frank), comes alarmingly 
close in more than one instance. Perhaps 
its most lamentable sequence occurs when 
two obligatory 'make out and die' losers 
arc groping in a bam. The girl tells her 
dumb hunk boyfriend they can't do 'it' 
because they have no protection. Grinning 
dopily. Hunk whips out a condom. But 
even safe sex won't save these two clowns: 
The Shape shows up with his pitchfork 
and it’s ventilation time! 

Othenin-Cirard's directorial technique 
exhibits more flair than Little's, but the 
lame storyline, video-clip art direction and 
predictable subjective camerawork 
conspire to sink the project from the 
ouUet. Pleasence's 'acting' now consists 
entirely of portentous mumbling 
alternating with rages and bellowing - his 
"Die! Die! Die!" rant as he batters The 
Shape with a 2 x 4 at the climax is a cla.ssic 
of its kind - but it's one of the Tilm's only 
notable ‘qualities'. The mysterious Person 


HALLOWEEN II - Double Tops! 


sinister performance by Dan O'Herlihy and 
the best soundtrack of the series. Kncale 
felt 'they' had betrayed his. original 
concepts so thoroughly that he had his 
name removed from the rmished product. 
But then Kncale has so few positive words 
for virtually everyone he's worked with in 
the cinema industry that it might cause an 
uncharitable person to raise an eyebrow, 
or even two... Whatever, it's an intriguing 
movie with a nice sting in its tail and can 
easily stand repeated viewing - though not 
in the original video version, wherein all 
the effects footage was excised! 

Sadly, the makers of Halloween 4 The 


Ro.senthal. Scr & P: John Carpenter & 
Debra Hill. With: Jamie Lee Curtis. Donald 
Pleasence. Castle Video 
HALLOWKKN HI: SEASON OF THE 
WITCH. DSA 1982. Dir & Scr. Tommy 
Lee Wallace. P: John Carpenter & Debra 
Hill. With: Tom Atkins. Stacey Nelkin. 
Warner \ ideo 

HALLOWEEN 4 THE RETl’RX OF 
MICHAEL MYERS. USA 1988. Dir. 
Dwight Little. P: Paul Freeman. Sen Alan 
IL .McElroy. With: Donald Pleasence. Ellie 
Cornell. Braveworld Video 
HALLOWEEN .=>. USA 1990. Dir 
Dominique Othenin-Girard. P: Ramsey 
Thomas. Scr Michael Jacobs. Dominique 
Othenin-Girard. Pleasence 

S h e m as Sam 

Bitterman. Loomis 

With: Donald 
Pleasence. 


HALLOWEEN 5. Donald Pleasence unchained! 


Return of Michael Mt/ers chose to pursue 
more tedious ends, and lo! .tiichael .Myers 
did return! Bel you never noticed he'd 
gone, did you? By this point Carpenter and 
Hill's involvement had all but vanished ~ 
Dennis Etchison had written a script for 
Cari>enler. but the 'Halloween' property 
was sold to Moustnpha Akkad and the 
script was never produced, instead. Dwight 
Little W. 1 S appointed lo direct a script by 
Man B. McElroy. and p.irt 4 carried on 
r\-gardless. 

A more uninspiring mess is difficult lo 
envisage: Crazy Doc Loomis was hack from 
the dead, raving like a loon, and .Michael 
Myers, judged harmless after a billion 
wars in .solitary, escapes to can-e up 
Haddonfleld and its feeble-minded 
residents again. The only redeeming 
sequence in the whole film is the opening 
credits, atmospherically shot in autumnal 
hues. The rest is silence. 

With hardly a moment's pause came 
Halloween .5. directed by Dominique 
Othenin-Girard. ,\ woman, presumably, 
leading one lo speculate that perhaps a 


in Black who creeps and skulks 
suspiciously hut whose presence is never 
explained is the other item of vague 
interest, though a sure and depressing sign 
of another episode in the offing. ..It would 
he a pleasant surprise to sec Othenin- 
Girard given a free hand next time, 
particularly in the area of the script, hut it 
seems unlikely Formula is formula: it 
hasn't changed in the unspeakable 
'Nightmare on Elm .Street' .series, nor. 
needless to say. in the 'Friday the tilth', 
and if mindless repetition is good enough 
ftir them, why should 'Halloween' depart 
from the norm? It's a pity that with a 
proven money-making series the producers 
are unwilling lo take a few risks and strive 
for the occasional bout of originality, hut 
hell - the ‘Halloween' scries didn't get 
where it is today through a .surfeit of great 
ideas... 

HALLOWEEN. USA 1978. Dir: John 
Carpenter. P: Debra Hill. Scr: Carpenter & 
Hill. With: Donald Pleasence. Jamie Lee 
Curtis. Nancy Loomi.s. Channel 5 Video 
H.ALLOWEEN II. USA 1981. Dir Rick 





WHIP-OU 

VlDEOLfl 


I n the distant future, humanity occu* 
pies a vast galactic empire, and a 
giant computer is built to link its 
billions of inhabited worlds. Asked. 
'Is there a God?' the machine replies. 
'There is now.' 

The story is so well known it almost 
has the status of a joke. In fact it was a 
classic piece of short-short fiction IQUES- 
TION, 1954] from the fertile, offbeat 
imagination of Fredric Brown. 

Outside a growing core audience. 
Brown's name remains less well known 
than his stories. These tend to be passed 
around verbally, as kind of science Action 
urban myths: the sort of thing you tell 
people who have never read a word of the 
stuff. 

Fred Brown was a one-off. Robert 
Sheckley. Kurt Vonnegut. Douglas Adams 
- virtually every humorous fabulist - 
owes a debt of gratitude to him. His 
quirky, hilarious tales gained him a cult 
following, with readers eagerly devouring 
his every word: and he wrote with equal 
proficiency in the SF, horror and mystery 
fields. 

Each of his tightly-knit stories con- 
tained at least one good IDEA. A man dis- 
covers invisibility, but is killed by a guard 
when he creeps into a Sultan's harem at 
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night, because everyone is invisible in the 
dark; a sloppy geometry student, not 
knowing the difference between a pen- 
tagram and a haexagram. is taken by the 
Devil: the last two vampires seek refuge in 
a future peopled by sentient turnips... 

Born in Cincinatti on 29th October 
1906. Fredric William Brown held down a 
mundane office job between 1924 and 
1936. before joining the MILWAUKEE 
JOI RNAL for an eleven year stint as a 
journalist. Armed with the skills learnt 
there, he became a full-time freelance 
writer in 1947. although his debut short 
story had appeared in 1941 (NOT YET 
THE END for CAPTAIN Fl’Tl'RE maga- 
zine.) He won the Mystery Writers of 
America's prestigious Edgar Allan Poe 
Award in 1948 for his novel THE FABl'- 
lOVS CLiPJOINT. 

The 'Fabulous Clipjoint' is Chicago, 
reflecting the hero's ambiguous view of 
the city's respectable and seamy sides. 
This sort of paradox characterised much 
of the author's later work. The novel, 
described by leading crime editor Anthony 
Boucher as ‘sordidly compelling', re- 
mained Brown's personal favourite until 
his death, and introduced his amateur 
private eye team Ed and Am Hunter. 

A stream of other lucid mysteries fol- 
lowed. the best known probably being THE 
SCEA-MING MIMI (1949). in which a re- 
porter hunts a ruthless slasher murderer. 
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An allegory of the 'Beauty and the Beast' 
theme, it confounded expectations - a 
Brown speciality - by ultimiately appor- 
tioning evil intent to both killer and in- 
tended victim. 

THE DEEP END starts with the hor- 
rific death of a young boy. crushed under 
the wheels of a roller coaster, and presents 
a detective as mentally disturbed in his 
way as the psychopath he is up against. 
KNOCK THREE-ONE-TWO highlights 
the dilemma of a travelling salesman, and 
compulsive gambler, who chances to learn 
the identity of a crazed mass-murderer. 
Superbly. Brown keeps the reader igno- 
rant of who this may be until the end. 

In THE LENIENT BEAST, a police 
procedural, the quarry is a self-proc- 
claimed 'mercy' killer. THE FAR CRY. an 
ambitious effort in terms of style and 
structure, has one of mystery fiction's 
most unexpected endings, and piles on the 
horror with an adroitness Stephen King 
would be proud of. 

His crime books atone assure Brown a 
place in any objective history of popular 
entertainment, but it is for his ingenious 
fantasies that he is mostly remembered, 
and which he once said he sometimes 
wrote as a counterpoint to the ‘too real' 
aspects of his mystery Fiction. 




The Hrst collection of such shorts. 
SPACE ON MY HANDS, published in 
1951. established his reputation for ec- 
centricit>' and inventiveness. It was at this 
point that he began to turn out a series of 
gems, like QUESTION, which have be- 
come genre cliches. And to say they are 
now cliches is not a criticism, but a com- 
pliment to Brown's ability to generate such 
powerfully enduring ideas, as he proved in 
HONEYMOON IN HELL. DAYMARES. 
PARADOX LOST. NIGHTMARES AND 
CEEZENSTACKS and his other collec- 
tions. 

Some writers have the rare knack of 
producing stories whose completeness 
gives them a timeless quality; stories that 
make other writers, say ‘Why didn't I think 
of that?' Brown's possession of this talent 
puts him firmly in the tradition of 
O'Henry. Saki and Jack London. 

An instance of this is his story ARENA 
(1944). where the fate of the human race 
depends on one-on-one combat between a 
man and an alien warrior. ARENA was 



voted one of the best SF stories of all time 
by the Science Fiction Writers of America 
in 1970. The many derivations of the idea 
since it appeared, in fiction. Rims and T\' 
(including a television version of AREN.A 
for STAR TREK) obscures how fresh it 
must have seemed when originally pub- 
lished. Brown’s genius rested on being 
able to come up with notions that immedi- 
ately became part of science fiction and 
fantasy folklore. 

But some of his stories were so quin- 
tessentially his own they could never be 
'adapted' by anyone else. This is particu- 


the first hdf printed barir to front, a true 
I innovalioo for its day. 

I In another talc, immortality is discov- 
ered by a Russian during the time of 
Stalin. He takes the senim just as a severe 
bout of flu sets in. Unable to cure his 
perpetual fe^Tr. or kill him. the authorities 
simply hex's him buried. 

Many of (he stories bax-c added impact 
because, like the cvample abox-e. (he light- 
ness of tone is contrasted xrith a streak of 
sheer malex'olence. A few display only the 
dark side of Broxm's xision. COME A.ND 
GO .MAD. set in a mental institution. 
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larly true of his short-short pieces, many 
of which depend on tortuous puns for their 
kickers. In TOO FAR (1955). for instance, 
a witch turns a man into a deer, and re- 
fuses to turn him back because she 'wants 
to keep the first buck she ever made.' 

He revitalised staple science fiction 
devices like time travel and immortality. 
The scientist in FIRST TIME 
•MACHINE invites his three friends to see 
his invention. One uses it to kill his own 
grandfather. The scientist invites his two 
friends to see his invention... A variation 
has an experiment which makes time run 
backwards - the second half of the story is 


mocks the concept of free will and self-de- 
termination, painting a harrowing picture 
of human despair and futility. Tellingly, 
the stories lacking humour or neat twists 
tended to be the least satisfying. 

Brown was a master of the short form, 
but his fantasy and SF nox-els, while gen- 
erally somewhat less accomplished and 
prone to date more obviously, certainly 
have merit. His first. WHAT .MAD UNI- 
ITRSE, features a science fiction writer 
hurled into an alternate world of his great- 
est fan's making. The book not only works 
as zany knockabout farce: it also satirises 
and subverts a number of science Rction 
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literature's most cherished conventions. 

With ROGUE IN SPACE - whose ech- 
oes can be found in Harry* Harrison's 
ST.AIXLESS STEEL RAT series and else- 
where - Brown presents a protagonist. 
Crag, with a persona as complex as any of 
his mystery story heroes. Crag, good guy 
and criminal simultaneously, is forced to 
help create a new planet untainted by cor- 
ruption in order to resolve his own inter- 
nal conflict. 

THE .MIND THING has an alien 
stranded far from home, and attempting 
to return using its ability to possess 
human minds as stepping stones. The 
twist is that this is fatal to its hosts. His 
1955 novel. MARTIANS. GO HOME, is 
one of the most memorable. Hordes of 
little green men appear and proceed to 
drh-e everyone crazy with their inquisitive- 
ness. Typically. Brown makes them pests, 
rather than the more obviously menacing 
alien invaders in vogue in .50s science fic- 
tion. Finally, the SF writer whose imagi- 
nation may have brought them into being 
wishes them gone, and they vanish. 

Brown also turned out teleplays for 
ALFRED HITCHCOCK PRESENTS, and 
adapted several stories for THE TWI- 
LIGHT ZONE. He wrote one mainstream 
nos'el - THE OFFICE - drawing on his ex- 
periences as a clerk in Cincinatti. but even 
here included an element of mystery. A 
single, and not entirely successful, juve- 
nile. MITKEY ASTROMOUSE. appeared 
in 1971. He died in .March of the following 
year. 

Brown’s legacy was to raise the super- 
short fantasy to the status of minor art. 
bringing genuine with and startling 
clima.xes to the form. He brought off with 
elegant panache that most difRcult of all 
sub-genres, the SF satire. Some of his 
work, principally the mysteries, is avail- 
able from specialist presses; the scandal is 
that no major publishing house in this 
country currently has any of his books in 
print. 

Brown's expertise and economy of style 
remain enviable, his stories hooking the 
reader from their first line. Who can resist 
the opening of SENTRY, for instance';* 'He 
teas wet and muddy and hungry and cold 
and he was fifty thousand light-years from 
home.' 

It's time Fredric Brown was brought in 
from the cold. 
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The door to the video vault creaks open. The Dark Side tunes in to the latest in TV terror. 





STEPFATHER 2: MAKE 
ROOM FOR DADDY 
Virgin Video 
**'k 

The losr rime we sow rhe Srepfa- 
rher, he hod been forolly shor 
and srobbed. Bur. like HALLOW- 
EEN'S Michael Myers, Ir rokes 
more rhorr o few morrol wounds 
ro get rid of Terry O'Quinn's 
predatory porriorch. The Inevi- 
table sequel opens with O'Quinn 
fully recovered ond locked up In 
o high securiry psychiorric hospi- 
tal - but nor for long. Entering 
rhe office of o rrusring shrink, he 
exhibits Q beautifully crofted 
model home complete with o 
'daddy' figurine. When rhe psy- 
chiorrlsfs bock is turned, he 
plunges rhe figure Into his neck... 

Before you know it. O'Quinn 
is out of rhe booby hatch and 
setting up home in rhe idyllic 
family community of Palm 
Meodows under rhe ossumed 
identity of psychiotrisf Dr Gene 
Clifford. All he needs ro moke 
life complete is his own little 
fomily, ond he thinks he hos 
found one in rhe shope of pretty 
divorcee Meg Foster (who hos a 
reenoge son). First of oil though 
he hos to get rid of Foster’s troub- 
lesome ex-husbond. who hos 
realised rhe error of his woys ond 
wonts her bock, ond o nosy 
postol worker who wonders why 
O Quinn never gets ony personal 
moil. Of course os the bodies 
pile up. so Foster becomes in- 
creosingly suspicious. And on rhe 
eve of rhe big doy she realises 
that her wedding march could 
very well end up os o donee of 
deofh... 

O'Quinn's perceptive per- 
formonce is eosily rhe best thing 
obour this by-the-numbers se- 
quel (which IS reolly nothing 
more thon on inferior remake of 
the original). It's enrertoining 
enough, but looks cheap, locks 
suspense, ond doesn’t bother to 
tell us anything new about the 
Srepforher's origins or even roke 
him off in Q new direction. Mov- 
ing sold rhor, director Jeff Durr 
(CHAINSAW 3) does get quire a 
bit of mileage out of the crowd- 
pleosing grond guignol climox 
which hocks ro pieces every di- 
ched wedding scene in Holly- 
wood history. 


If you thought rhor Joson and 
Freddy were hord to kill, roke o 
look at whor Chris Lee goes 
through In rhe fino! Kenes of this 
colourful 1966 Hommer horror. 
Lee Is in fine fettle os rhe evil, 
debouched, beorded monk of 
the losr Czorist regime. A mon of 
almost supernorurol powers, he 
uses hypnotism to gain entry ro 
rhe Court of rhe Czor. His enemies 
plot to dispose of him with poi- 
soned food ond lerhol injealons, 
but this proves ro be o for more 
difficult task rhon they hod Imog- 
ined. This is more of o horror flick 
rhon o slice of true-life history, 
we get to see hands chopped 
off. and odd chucked in people's 
foces. If ir ploys like o Droculo 
movie, rhor’s because the some 
sets, cost ond aew were em- 
ployed the some year for DRAC- 
ULA - PRINCE OF DARKNESS. A 
good effort ond well worth col- 
leCTlng. though the Cinemoscope 
comerowork will suffer on vidro. 
Certiflcote 18. Running Time; 92 
minutes. 


Petsr Cushing 


Whor's next I wonder. STEPFA- 
THER MEETS ZSA ZSA GABOR? 
Certificate 18. Running Time; 86 
minutes. 

R.M. 


FRANKENSTEIN CREATED 

WOMAN 

Cosfle Pictures 

••’i 

The fourth of Homrtter's Fronken- 
stein series, otiginolly releosed in 
1967 sees Peter Cushing's bod 
boron dabbling In spiriruol oreos, 
rronsplonting the soul of on exe- 
cuted young mon into the disfig- 
ured body of rhe man's femole 
lover (who committed suicide 
ofter her beou was killed). Cush- 
ing then performs plastic surgery 
ond rums frie ugly girl into Susan 
Denberg, (Ployboy'sMiss August. 
1966!), ofrer which she goes our 
to seduce ond murder those who 
brought about her/his unjust 
execution. The lost Hammer hor- 
ror mode or Dray studios hos o 
mediocre script by Anthony Hinds 
(under rhe pseudonym of John 
Elder) ond plodding direalon by 
the usuolly relioble Terence 
Fisher. But these shortcomings 
ore mode up for by rhe usual 
impressive Hommer produCTion 
gloss and o solid performonce 
from Cutiting. The title was o pun 
on rhe Brigitte Oordot/Roger 
Vodim sex opus. ...AND GOD 
CREATED WOMAN. 

Certiflcote 18. Running Time; 86 
minutes. 

A.D. 


RASPUTIN - THE MAO 
MONK 

Cosrie Pictures 


Chris Lee - 
as Rasputin 


THE VENGEANCE OF SHE 

Costle Pictures 

*'k 

John Richardson and Olinko 
Derovo ore o poor subsfifure for 
Chris Lee ond Ursula Andress In 
rhis misbegorren cheopie sequel 
to Hammer s big budger fonrosy, 
SHE (1965). This rime out the 
king of The losr dry of Kuma 
(Richordson) discovers rhot rhe 
beouriful Derovo Is o dead ringer 
for his losr queen Ayesho, so he 
purs o spell on her ro entice her 
ro Kuma. Edword Judd Is 
Oerovo’s heroic boyfriend, who 
sets our ro rescue her from a fore 
worse rhon further sequels. No- 
body rokes vengeonce on ony- 
one. In focr It's pretty boring stuff 
throughout, and though Derovo 
is stunning ro look at she has less 
acting obiltty than o box of 
Kleerrex. 

Certificote PG. Running Time; 
101 minutes. 

A.D. 

TERROR AT THE OPERA 
Virgin Video 

Mode in 1987 and only now 
getting o releose on video. TER- 
ROR AT THE OPERA is o truncated 
version of Dorlo Argenro's OP- 
ERA, o film that seems to hove 
acquired almost iegendory srorus 
despire rhe foa that hardly ony- 
one (oport from Aton JonesI) hos 
monoged ro see o complete, 
uncut version of ir. Corching up 
with the movie or lost, one 
wonders what all rhe fuss wos 
obout. The film is certainly com- 
merciot enough to moke Orion's 
reluctance ro release it seem 
foolish. Dur It’s also prerty silly in 
ploces- We all love deor Dario, 
bur one hos ro admit rhor his skill 
with rhe comero for exceeds his 
rolenr os a scriprwriter. Pur sim- 
ply. rhe plot rhor holds rhis 
movie's dozzling grand guignol 
murder sequences togerher is os 
shoky as Lord Lucon's olibi. 

In focr ir's bosicolly o spogherti 
re-run of PHANTOM OF THE OP- 
ERA. During o reheorsol for o 
new production of Verdi's 
Macberh (o work usuolly ossoci- 
ared with bod luck), rhe produc- 



tion's highly-strung divo storms 
off rhe set ond is struck down 
and injured by o possing motor 
vehicle outside rhe opero house. 
The leod role of Lody Mocbeth is 
then offered ro prerty young 
understudy Derry (Crisrlno Moisil- 
loch), who quickly eorns rhe 
ploudits of rhe critics. She also 
attracts rhe orrenrion of o 
mosked psycho, who has o few 
eye-opening performances of 
his own ro sroge ., 

Abduaing her, rhe nurcose 
binds the girl and pins her eyes 
open in best CLOCKWORK OR- 
ANGE fo^ion as he forces her ro 
worch rhe ruthless sloughrer of 
her closest friends. Realising rhot 
rhe murderer's ocrions tie In with 
her own foggy, recurrent night- 


mare of o similor experience 
from her post, Derry enlists rhe 
old of rhe show's direaor (CHARI- 
OTS OF FIRE'S Ion Chorleson) ond 
o molevolenr flock of rovens to 
uncover the killer's true identity. 

Maybe I missed something, 
bur the killer's motives mode no 
sense or oil to me, and neither 
did rhe dofr climox set in pictur- 
esque SOUND OF MUSIC remrory 
(I wouldn't hove been at ail sur- 
prised to see Julie Andrews stum- 
bling over o hilltop with o knife 
in her rhroot!), Argenro's full two 
hour plus version supposedly 
mode things much cleorer. Dur 
let's foce It, it hos become o bit 
of o cliche for Argenro fons ro 
witter on obour how much of o 
mosterpiece the maestro's lost 
movie was before rhe censor 


monoged ro get his oor m My 
guess IS rhor rhe judioous cumng 
hos ocruolly improved rhe film s 
overoll enrertomment volue ! 
svhile only slighily horming me ' 
gore scenes, which ore sfiU me 
best port of rhe show even in this • 
cur version. 

The best of these hos ocruolly 
been left completely intoa by 
rhe Drirish censor- a stunning byl- 
let-rhrough-rhe-eye sequence : 
which is presoged by on (OMEN- 
insplred?) slow-morion shot of 
rhe projeCTile rrovelling down rhe 
borrel of o revolver ond boring 
through a door's peephole 
Other gory deorhs include rhe 
hacking open of a girl's throot ro 
retrieve o swollowed piece of 
evidence, ond o brutal stobbing 


from which rhe censor hos re- 
moved 0 gleeful zoom in 
through rhe viaim's mouth to 
focus on his knife-skewered 
tongue wiggling around. 

Gory deorhs oside. Argenro 
dresses his hondsome production 
up with lots of showy Loumo 
Crone comerowork, swooping 
round rhe rafters with o flock of 
ravens, ond homing In for o 
closeup of rhe monioc's pulsat- 
ing grey matter. He also over- 
loods the soundtrock with every- 
thing from Prokofiev ro heod- 
bonging heavy metal. Dut os 
often hoppens when style over- 
whelms content, ir's impossible 
ro get caught up in the storyline 
or care obout the fore of rhe 
poorly sketched chorocters. No- 
body would contest Argenro s 



obi' to produce memoroble 
■moges Out it would be nice if 
^js occosTCxsally he could mon- 
oge ro tocore mem m o decent 
p*or Eifher mot Of perhops he 
shouid go me whole hog ond do 
SUSP1R1A - 

Cettlfkote i8 Running Time; 91 

minutes 

AD 



SPACED INVADERS 
Meduso Home Video 

Fredric Drown's hilorious spoof 
novel MARTIANS GO HOME could 
very well hove been rhe un- 
credited mspirotion behind rhis 
omioble kiddie comedy obout a 
bunch of inept little green Mor- 
riotts, out to ‘kick some eorthling 
burr' who get more than they 
bargained for when they crosh 
lond in the small backwoods 
town of Dig Dean. Illinois. Mistak- 
enly inrercepring o Holloween 
nighr fiftieth anniversary broad- 
cost of Orson Welles' historical 
rodio reading of WAR OF THE 
WORLDS, rhe midget group di- 
ven their ship to Eorrh to join a 
non-exisrenr Morrino invoston, 
where they ore mistaken for 
costumed children and get into 
oil manner of foirly predlaoble 
slopstick Ktopes... 

The Moftions hove nomes like 
Oipro. Giggywig, Ziploc ond Spiff, 
and they look so doft ir's smoll 
wonder rheir cries of 'Prepore to 
die, Earth scum!' ore met with 
stony indifference by the redneck 
locols. The film os o whole pro- 
vokes roughly rhe some reoaion. 
After o promising srorr which In- 
cludes some effective sight gogs 
ond impressive speciol effects, 
the movie crashes ro eorrh rorher 
rapidly, degenerating into on 
endless series of witless slapstick 
encounters connected by on 
ever more incoherent storyline. 
The onkle-birers may get some 
fun out of it but oldsters who con 
cut up rheir own food will probo- 
bly wont ro worch something 
more oduir - like THLINDER0IRD5. 
Certificote U. Running Time: 95 
minutes. 

N.T 
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DIUE STEEL 
First Independent 

•*'h 

twelve years on from HALLOW- 
EEN poor Jomie Lee Curris is still 
Moving ro defend herself from 
•he unwonted orrenrions of inde- 
»rucnble loonies. BLUE STEEL is o 
•yOKol srolk and slosh movie 
mosqueroding os a feminist cop 
wrtier end though the film de- 
■•vers plenty of stylish imagery, its 
“o-nom plotline is srrialy from 
■he bottom of the 'D' movie 
borrel 

Looking ever more butch with 
•very film oppeoronce. Jomie 
fiXtfi brighr-QS-Q-button rookie 
cap Megan Turner, who Jokingly 
e*pioins ro o colleague rhot she 
joined rhe force becouse, 1 wont 
to shoor people.' She gets her 
dtonce rorher more quickly thon 
sne might hove expected, when 
on her first nighr out on porrol 
She IS forced ro gun down on 
Qfmed supermorket robber. In 
•he confusion following rhe inci- 
dent rhe robber's weapon is 
pcked up by one of rhe shop- 
oeh o slick commodities broker 


nomed Eugene Hunt (Ron Sil- 
ver). Hunt Is a psycho gun fetish- 
ist who olso hos Q thing about 
very burch lodies. Boy, is this HIS 
lucky nighti 

From there on in he srorrs 
randomly plugging people In 
rhe street with bullets rhor hove 
Megan's nome inscribed on 
them. He olso contrives ro be- 
come romonticolly involved with 
her, though it has ro be soid rhor 
rheir relorionship rakes o rum for 
rhe worse when he shyly con- 
fesses rhor he counts serlol killing 
among his major hobbies. She 
snaps rhe hondcuffs on him 
(onother favourite fetish?), bur in 
o rwisr familior to DIRTY HARRY 
fons, nothing con be proved 
ogoinsr Silver even though eve- 
ryone knows he's os guilty os hell. 
Of course it is then left to Curtis ro 
restore rhe status quo in o grisly 
Peckinpoh-llke shootout on the 
streets of New York. 

Vividly shot in o deliberorely 
stylish fashion by NEAR DARK'S 
Korhryn Bigelow, rhe movie hos 
o number of quality action set 
pieces ond very good perform- 
ances from Curtis, Silver, and 


I HIGHLANDER'S Cloncy Brown (in 
o good guy role for o chonge). 
It's let down by a ridiculously 
contrived saipr (by Bigelow and 
Eric Red) that's totally locking In 
both humour and believabllity. 
Bigelow's aim seems ro hove 
been ro emphosise the myrhicol. 
erotic beauty of rhe gun (in rhe 
opening credits her comero 
frocks lovingly oaoss rhe sleek 
curves of o Smith and Wesson), 
Bur because rhe plor ond choroc- 
rers never seem os interesting os 
rhe weapons on display, she 
misses her rorget oudience by a 
mile. 

Cerrlficate 16. Running Time: 
102 minutes. 

A.D. 

COMMUNION 
First independent 

•'k 

A close encounrer of rhe dullest j 
possible kind, this prerenrious I 
lood of cloprrap is bosed on I 
Whitley Strieber's supposedly foe- I 
ruol novel obour how o personol I 
visit from bizarre alien creorures T 
helped cure him of writer's block. I 


Unfonunotely it olso encouraged 
him to write this movie. As 
ployed In spiky-holred zombie 
mode by Christopher Wolken. 
Srrieber is o successful outhor wlih 
on arrrocrive wife (Lindsoy 
Crouse), o precocious son. ond o 
bad cose of verbal consriporion. 
Trying ro unwind with friends or a 
country cabin, he's undersrondo- 
bly perplexed when rhe retreor 
is flooded wirh blozing white 
lights, things srort ro go bump in 
the night, ond he blacks out into 
o como (like rhe audience). 

After highroiling it back ro 
New York, he becomes increas- 
ingly more neurotic ond poro- 
noid. Whor couid hove hop- 
pened In rhe brightly lit boon- 
docks? Well, ir Is soon revealed 
rhor spindly-ormed oliens clod in 
robes carried Whitley off to their 
spoce lob for xienrific experi- 
menrorion and resring. wiping his 
mind of ol! memory of rhe event 
ofrerwords... 

Whether you believe this ro 
be Qcruolly true, or just think that 
Whitley fell asleep eoting o 
cheese sandwich ond watching 
Close Encounters on the relly (rhe 
alier^ DO look remarkably like 
rhe ETs to be found in Spielberg's 
movie), COMMUNION is still a 
confused ond boring movie. 
Under rhe loboured direction of 
Phillipe Moro (who gave us 
HOWLING II ond III) the norrative 
doB obour all over rhe ploce, 
working forwords ond bockwords 
ro rhe cllmox or rhe some rime. 

In rhe end rhe film comes 
across os o limp propogando 
piece for rhe olreody-converted. 
All rhe choroaers rolk In support- 
group cliches, and the whole 
boring, shopeiess mess ploys like 
o self-help film rhor suggests 
outer space rroils os both couse 
ond cure for neuroricism. If those 
oliens reoliy did rtovel oil rhor 
woy just to breok Strieber's 
writer's block then we're all In o 
lor of trouble when they come 
bock ro collea rheir shore of rhe 
film righB. 

Cerrlficate 15. Running Time: 
101 minutes. 

R.M. 
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THE FLASH 

Worner Home Video 

••’4 

The pilot episode of o colourful 
new fontosy series bosed on the 
odvenrures of rhe populor D.C. 
Comics hero, this emerges os 
somewhor fleeter of foot than 
one might expea. rhonhs moinly 
ro some nifty ^jeciol effects and 
o pleasantly rongue-in-cheek 
saipt (more cure than campy) 
by rhe TRANCER5 teom of Poul 
De Meo ond Danny Dillson. 

Newcomer John Wesley 
Shipp plays forensic scientist Dotty 
Allen, who gets struck by o light- 
ning bolt ond rhereofrer discov- 
ers he has rhe obiliry to run fast 
enough ro break rhe sound bor- 
rier (which with rhe rising cost of 
petrol is nor o tolenr to be Koffed 
at). Pretty research scientist 
Amondo Poys helps Borry ro 
leorn to control his powers. Then, 
when his police commissioner 
brother (rhe relioble Tim Thom- 
erson) is killed by o STREETS OF 
FlRE-iype motorcycle gong that 
is terrorising the city, Borry adopts 
the guise of ’The Flosh' ond slips 
Into o fetching full-length red 
costume (complete with built-in 
biceps and peaorots) ro bring 
rhe killers tojustice. 

Audiences ore olmosr cer- 
roinly going ro chuckle or rhe 
speedy speciol effects, even 
though they ore well reotised. 


But o lively script mokes sure we 
lough WITH rhe movie os well. T 
con'f believe it was over so 
quidsly,' soys Borry's girlfriend os 
rhey lie in bed together. 'Yeoh', 
he replies, turning off rhe boxing 
morch rhey hove been wotching 
on rhe telly; 'Imogine paying 20 
bucks for o fight thor’s finished in 
two rounds..." 

The show Is set In rhe present 
doy, but its set design offers on 
interesting collision of styles: 
Amondo's lob hos □ colourful 60s 
feel, while rhe prison breokout 
rhor furnishes rhe film's climox 
seems modelled on dOs film noir. 
Technicol credits ore spot on. 
from the luminous camerawork 
to Oonny Elfmon's rousing 
rheme. On the oaing side Poys is 
terrible os usuol, Shipp is blond 
bur likeoble, and Michoel Noder 
doesn't moke os much of on 
impoa os he should ploying rhe 
nosry leoder of rhe sonitis^ biker 
gong. Still, on the whole it's o 
good effort, and bodes well for 
rhe series ro come. 

CeiTificoie PG. Running Time; 90 
minutes. 

N.T, 

I BOUGHT A VAMPIRE 
MOTORCYCLE 
Droveworld Video 

It's cheering ro find o horror spoof 
rhor Is ocruolly both funny and 


scary, and rhe event is doubly 
worthy of celebration when rhor 
horror spoof turns our ro be British 
in origin. Written ond produced 
by on enterprising pair of former 
Cenrrol Television editors (who 
opporenriy got rhe Inspirorion 
offer Q bocksroge meeting with 
Som Roimi), this snappy lirrie 
effort tells of how dozy mo- 
torcycle courier 'Noddy' (Neil 
Morrisey) buys o Norton Com- 
mondo or o knock-down price. 
Toking It home, he is somewhor 
perturbed ro discover that it re- 
fuses ro be wheeled our of rhe 
goroge until darkness hos follen. 
ond rakes off like o thing from 
hell when he orders prawn bolls 
seosoned with garlic from rhe 
locol Giinese rokeowoy... 

In foa os we otreody know 
from rhe opening scenes, rhe 
mochine hos figured prominently 
In o soronic rituol and now pos- 
sesses the obility ro roke off of irs 
own occord, spouting telescopic 
spikes ond blodes ro scythe into 
unwory pedesrrions. While 
doubriess opprecioring rhe bike's 
obiliry ro run on blood (which is 
o lor cheoper than petrol in these 
troubled rimes). Noddy be- 
comes increosingly olormed 
obour his no-cloims bonus os it 
decopirores o motorcycle gong 
colled The Rood Toods.' chews 
rhe leg from o rroffic worden. 
chases o prosrirure down o dork 
olley, ond terrorises his girlfriend. 
The only thing to do is coll in on 
exorcist, who duly arrives in rhe 
shope of two-fisted, sldecot-rid- 
ing cleric Anthony Daniels ond 
soys grimly: 'Right - let's kick 


some bortoml' 

Smartly shot on unusuol Dir- 
mmghom locotions, rhe film reu- 
nites much of rhe cost of TV's 
BOON (Neil Morrisey is 'Rocky' in 
the show, ond Michael Elphtck 
rums in o nice comeo os rhe 
plodding, gorlic-eoting Inspeaor 
Cleover), Sophisticoted ir oin'r. 
We get leenng shots of Noddy's 
girlfriend's bum ond boobs os 
seen from rhe pov of rhe bike's 
heodiomps, ond o rypicol ex- 
omple of rhe film's CARRY ON 
style repartee con be found in 
rhe bit where Noddy is osised by 
rhe inspector ro check our o 
dead body ond replies, Yeoh, 
I'll hove o butcher's, Cleover...' 

Elsewhere the filmmokers 
seem ro have been heovily in- 
fluenced by THE YOUNG ONES, 
pomculorly in o disgustingly hi- 
larious dreom sequence involv- 
ing o talking rurd! But they also 
ploy It srroighr ond deliver some 
good shivers os well. Aporr from 
one misjudged sequence In rhe 
middle (o poorly choreo- 
grophed pub fight between 
Noddy ond rhe Rood Toods) this 
IS consistently enrerrointng 
throughout, blending rhe best of 
lowbrow British humour with 
some greor gore effects from rhe 
Imoge Imoginotion stable. It's 
even got o guest oppeoronce 
by DARK SIDE reviewer Alan 
Fronk... Take Normon Tebbit's 
odvice. Get on your bike ond 


Certificate 10. Running Wme: 90 
minutes. 

A-O. 










George C. Seott - with a hangover 


THE EXORCIST HI 
CDS Fox Video 
**'k 

Here's on inreresrtng new con- 
cept: Q horror movie where most 
of rhe horror is in rhe dialogue: 
where people TALK obour nosry 
things happening bur we don't 
QCTuolly ger to see much. Could 
it corch on? From rhe movie's lock 
of boxoffice success, I doubt ir. 
Fons of the original EXORCIST will 
no doubt be disoppoinred ro dis- 
cover rhor Undo DIoir's heod-spin- 
ning onria hove been replaced 
by The eyeball-rolling of George 
C. Scorr (who must surety now 
regret giving rhor Oscor bock for 
PATTON). Scorr ploys o 
Shoke^eore-quoring Woshlng- 
ron detective on rhe troll of o 
seriol killer whose ocr includes 
cutting off his viaim's head ond 
replocing Ir with rhor of o srorue 
of Chrisr (which probably mokes 
rhe chorge murder ond firsr-de- 
gree vondolism combined). 

The odd thing is rhor rhe sloy- 
ing follow rhe some MO os rhor 
of The Gemini Killer,' o psycho 
who gor rhe hor seor 15 years 
eorlier on exoaly rhe some day 
rhor Forher Domien Korros (Jason 
Miler) rook o swon dive our of 
Lmdo DIoir's window, A few of 
rhe victims ore olso conneaed ro 
rhe Exorcism cose, like Scott's best 
pol Father Dyer (Ed Flonders), 
wtiose headless body is discov- 
ered rucked up In o hospital bed 
with every drop of his blood or- 
ronged In neor jars on rhe 
nighrsrond- Could Dr Fhibes be 
behind this? 

The second half of rhe movie 
a set moinly within rhe dork, 


gloomy Oedlom-like hospirol 
where rhe murder rakes place 
ond gives wrirer/direaor William 
Peter DIorry (o former comedy 
writer who scripted rhe Peter Sell- 
ers hir, A SHOT IN THE DARK!) rhe 
chonce ro construct some jolting 
shock sequences. Best is a sus- 
penseful scene observed in Hirch- 
cockion fashion by o static, mid- 
disronce comero, where on un- 
fortunore nurse poys o dreadful 
price for nor looking behind her 
while checking on the ponenrs! 
The long diologues between 
Scorr ond rhe monioc in rhe 
bosemenr who moy or moy nor 
be rhe killer (o good perform- 
once by Drod Dourif) pock quire 
o punch also, 

Ignoring ihe obysmol EXOR- 
CIST II - THE HERETIC, this costs 
itself os rhe only true sequel ro 
rhe originol movie, ond Ir does 
indeed ploy rhor way, In adopt- 
ing his own novel LEGION to rhe 
screen, Olorty has opted for or- 
mosphere rorher than gory inci- 
dent. He hos certainly been suc- 
cessful in conjuring up o feeling 
of mounting dreod. Dur his re- 
fusal to ploy by rhe sequel rules 
ond give punrers more of whor 
they enjoyed in rhe first picture 
resulted in Fox executives odd- 
ing Q dofr exorcism sequence ro 
rhe dimox, completely fracturing 
rhe sinister mood ond moking o 
nonsense of whor hos gone be- 
fore. Nevertheless, for oil irs foulrs 
this emerges os superior adult 
horror fore, closer ro the spirit of 
Vol Lewron rhon rhor of Wlliom 
Friedkin. 

Certlflcote 10. Running Time; 
105 minutes. 

A.B. 


RED-DLOODED AMERICAN 
GIRL 

Cosfle Pictures 


I m 0 blood user, bur I olso 
odore gorlic ond hore sleeping 
in coffins' soys renolssonce vom- 
pire Christopher Plummer in this 
offbeor chiller from Oovid Olyrh, 
New Zeolond-born director of 
DEATH WARMED UP. Plummer is 
rhe head of o sinister research 
esroblishmenr colled Life Reoch, 
which enlists rhe help of disaed- 
ired drug-designer Andrew Ste- 
vens ro help find o cure for AIDS. 
Dur rhe bewildered Stevens soon 
reolises rhor things ore nor quire 
right, by which rime his sexy girl- 
friend Heorher Thomos hos been 
infeCTed with Plummer's parent 
vomp-virus ond is off on rhe 
prowl for some of rhe scorler 
necror... 

The opening scenes ser rhe 
rone nicely for the film's often- 
compelling mixture of gore ond 
eroticism: o nude Lydie Denier 
(remember her from MALEDIC- 
TION?) lies growled noked on o 
bed while her mole vompire 
boyfriend snips open her neck 
with a pair of scissors ond drinks 
rhe blood. Unfortunorely rhe pic- 
ture goes quickly downhill from 
here. These bloodsuckers don't 
hove fongs, nor ony problems 
seeing themselves In rhe mirror, 
ond indeed rhe movie"s central 
concept of treating vampirism os 
o scientific rorher than supernoru- 
rol offlicrion Is quire intriguing. 
The film's main problem is rhor ir 
doesn't know whether ir wonts to 
srroighrforword horror 
Q block comedy loced 
with soft porn imoges, or o 
James Dond style ocrion piece. Ir 
has elements of oil of these, but 
they never come together ro I 


form Q coherent whole, and rhe 
ending is so incredibly weok that 
ir was ineviroble it would moke 
o swift exit ro video. 

Director Blyrh hondles rhe 
vBUQls in on assured fashion, bur 
rhe film locks rhe energy (ond 
gore content) of his earlier work. 
The only thing riior just obour 
holds rhe mi^-mosh of o plot 
together Is Thomos's surprisingly 
strong performance os rhe 
rounchy, leorher-jockered 
vompiress of rhe title. She brings 
o boileric groce to every move- 
ment and Q wicked sense of self- 
porody ro every dodgy line rhe 
saipr offers her. Ar rhe risk of 
sounding sexist obour this. I'd soy 
she's welcome to pop round my 
ploce for o bite, onytime.. 


Cerrificote 10, Running Time; 90 
minutes, 

R,M. 


17 





complex has been built by en- 
trepreneur Donlel Clomp (John 
Glover) on the Chinatown site 
that once housed the olcJ curios- 
ity shop belonging to Mt Wing, 
guQtdion of Gizmo the mogwoi, 
Mr Wing Is deod, and the fright- 
ened Gizmo hos now fallen into 
the hands of the sinister Dt Cothe- 
ret (Christopher Lee), a genetic 
engineer wtio hos o loborotory 
In the Clomp centte Oilly mon- 
oges to rescue Gizmo from 
Cotheter’s clutches. Out in the 
process the cure little creorute is 
occidentolly doused with water, 
ond spontaneously produces a 
horde of molicious mogwoi who 
proceed to run nor through the 
building... 

Donre presumably took this 
projeo becouse he needed o hit 
ofret the commerciol foilure of 


THE 'DURDS ond E)(PLOOERS. But i 
he has tried to ring the chonges | 
CXI the formulo, obondoning the I 
orignol's folksy smoll-town setting 
os well os its mean-spirited edge. 
Whot we get In THE NEW BATCH I 
IS on ocrion-pocked mupper 
show built olmost entirely oround 
Rick Doker's brillionr speciol ef- 
fects. As olwoys with Donte 
movies the film is pocked full of 
bllnk-ond-youTI-miss-'em in- 
jokes. from the Clomp coble TV 
network odverrising o showing of 
CASABLANCA ’in full colour ond 
with 0 hoppy ending', to o BAT- 
MAN-shop^ logo left in o woll 
by 0 flying gremlin. And of 
course there ore the usuol guest 
Qppeoronces by the Donte stock 
compony (Dick Miller. Paul Bor- 
rel, John ^tin. Robert Picordo. 
Belindo Beloski etc). You con 
even spot Donre's regulor com- 
poser Jerry Goldsmith (whose 
score IS o treat) queuing up or o 
popcorn stond. 

But in-jokes do not on enrer- 
rolning movie moke, ond It 
seems thot Donte got so 
wropped up in them thot he lost 
interest in the (odmirredly slim) 
storylirte. It's easy to undewond 
why. Golligon and Cores ore 
dreory choroCTers who hove very 
little to do, ond even the cure 
little Gizmo only gets one brief 
moment of RAMBO-siyie hero- 
ism. It's left to the gremlins them- 
selves to sreol the show in o rech- 
nicoHy Qsroni^ing finol sequence 
where they give our with o Ou^y 
Berkely rendition of New York. 
New York.’ Donte buffs will love 
It, while others will probobly think 
this IS just too clever for its own 
good 

Certificate 15. Running Time: 
106 minutes. 

A.M. 

GRAVE SECRETS 
5.G.E. Home Video 

This routine supernoturol thriller 
has EVE OF DESTRUGION star 
Renee Soutendijk ploying o 
woman tormented by ghostly 
opporitions. Business is pretty 
bod or Renee's picturesque 
country inn because no guest 
will sfoy beyond midnight, Thor's 
the time when footsteps 


Certificote 16, Running Time; 90 
minutes. 

N.T. 


Come up and see me sometime 


GREMLINS 2; THE NEW 
BATCH 

Worner Home Video 

**'ht 

Joe Dante's movies hove olwoys 
hod o tendency roword the cor- 
toonish, ond never has this ren- 
cJency been more in evidervce 
rhon in this knockobout loony 
runes sequel to his biggest com- 
mercial hit. The story kicks off six 
yeors on from the originol GREM- 
LINS. Billy Pelzer (Azch Golligon) 
ond his girlfriend Kate (Pheobe 
Cotes) hove rtow left their cosy 
home town of Kingston Foils for 
Jobs in the uitro-modern, fully 
Qutomored Clomp Towers. He 
works os on ospinng droughts- 
mon, while she weors o silly hot 
ond conducts guided tours. 
The hi-tech skyscraper 


heord coming down the sroirs 
presaging the oppeoronce of o 
mocobre opporition who pops o 
vintage 76 record on the turn- 
roble ond settles down in its fa- 
vourite choir to read o book. Is 
this spook 0 potty onimol or 
whot? 

Anxious to get tid of her 
unwelcome guest. Renee con- 
sults AMERICAN GRAFFITI star Paul 
Le Mot. who ploys o froyed-or- 
rhe-edges professor of psychic 
phenomeno At first Le Mot is 
understondobly scepticol. soying: 

'I don’t know if you've been 
hearing rhe restless dead or bod 
plumbing.' Bor he concedes 
there could be something to 
lienee's story when rhe unruly 
spectre takes on egg out of the 
fridge ond splatters him in the 
foce (in foCT rhe yolk’s on him). 
With rhe help of sophisticored 
video equipment, ond o seonce 
conducted by famed medium 
David Werner, he sets out to 
uncover rhe ghosts identity. But 
in doing so he unlocks o dork 
secret from Renees post which 
threofer^s to destroy them oil... 

Classy performonces by the 
ever-inrtiguing Soutendijk ond 
the joded-looking Le Mot odd 
some degree of welcome credi- 
bility to on increosingly hokey 
storyline. Unforrunorely rhe tired 
plot never develops into ony- 
thing worthwhile, ond even the 
script’s supposedly shocking reve- 
lations of incest ond infonticide 
provoke nothing but yowns when 
coupled with the poverty-row 
zombie effects of the finol reel. 
Producer Donald P Borchers 
(ANGEL, CRIMES OF PASSION, 
CHILDREN OF THE CORN) makes 
o competenr enough direaing 
debut, bur whot his film needs is 
0 great deal more gore (it’s mild 
enough for o 1 5 cert) ond o lot 
less chor. Come to friink of It o 
decent ending wouldn’t hove 
hurt, either . 



PUPPET MASTER II 
Enrerroinmenr In Video 

Charlie Band’s killer puppers ore 
bock ro creore more low-budget 
mayhem In q colourful bur rou- 
tine programmer remlniKenr of 
Sruorr Gordon's DOLLS. The plot 
sees o group of unlikely psychic 
invesngorors descending on on 
abandoned Dodego Doy Inn 
where, occording ro one of the 
locols, 'Soron hos o suite of 
rooms, ond brimstone comes 
from the chimney.’ Those who 
sow rhe first movie will remem- 
ber rhor rhe ploce was olso once 
rhe sire of o series of mysrerlous 
murders where people's brains 
were found ro hove been sucked 
our through rheir noses - rhe 
scrlpwnrer being the first ro go... 

Anywoy, Ir turns our thot rhe 
house Is srill hounted, nor by So- 
ton, bur by o gong of murderous 
motionetres, who come our of 
secret possogewoys ro bore 
holes In thick reenoge skulls For 
very lirrie discernible reoson. 
Creoted mony yeors beforehand 
by o mysterious olchemisr (we 
get ro see the origin of the Pup- 
pet Mosrer (Steve Welles) in o 
cheesy floshbock to old Egypt), 
rhe moniocol puppers oil hove 
speclol obillries. like Diode', who 
Is very nifty with o knife, and 
Torch.' who broils people olive 
with his bullr-ln flamethrower. In 
the opening scenes the puppers 
bring their mosrer’s decomposed 
corpse bock to life with o joir of 
re-onlmoring fluid, ond he lorer 
shows up at rhe house sworhed 
heod ro foot In bondoges (look- 
ing like the Invisible Mon). With 
rhe old of his rlny aeorions he 
intends ro rronsfer his soul into o 
monnequin. Our first he hos ro 
polish off the nosy psychic re- 
seorchets... 

Qutre stylishly directed by rhe 
Oscor-nomlnored srop-morion 
effects expert Dovid Allen, this 
doesn’t offer mony surprises from 
Q saipring point of view. Dur it's 
nevertheless worth seeing, if only 
for rhe pleosingly surreollsric 
quality of the sequences in which 
the homicidal puppets are 


shown going about their deadly 
handiwork (The best of these is 
on orrock on a remote farm- 
house which seems ro hove 


been heovily influenced by on 
oword-winning TWILIGHT ZONE 
episode colled THE INVAOEM). 
Nor bod of Its srroighr-ro-video 


kind. 

Ceitiflcore IS. Rursning Time: 67 
minutes. 

N.T, 


Boring scenes from Puppet Master II! 
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THE HANDMAID’S TALE 
Virgin Video 


A bizarre big-budget fonrosy 
scripted by Harold Pinrer Cfrom 
Morgoret Artwood's novel), this Is 
19fl4-style feminist SF set in o fu- 
ture fotolirorian store where No- 
fosho Richordson is rounded up 
by rhe authorities following rhe 
death of her husbond in on es- 
cape ortempt After training she 
IS sent to wofis os a hondmoid' 
for high level security chief Robert 
Duvoll ond his wife Faye Dun- 
owoy. There her job Is ro oa os o 
surrogate mum ond provide rhe 
couple with rhe child rhor rhe 
barren Dunowoy is unoble to 
hove... 

Richardson's seduction' by 
Duvall {in a strange threesome 
with Dunowoy) is rhe most 
memoroble scene in on occo- 
sionolly intriguing movie which 
has mony interesting elements 
{Including on evocative score by 
Ryuichi Sakamoto, ond vivid 
cinematography ond costume 
design) bur foils ro live up ro irs 
eorly promise. Director Voker 
Schlondorff {THE TIN DRUM) 
hondles the visuois well, ond elic- 
its fine performances from his rol- 
enred trio of leods. Our even rhe 
likes of Duvoll, Dunowoy ond 
Richardson con't insril one ves- 
tige of genuine humoniiy into 
Pinter's typicolly spore ond sterile 
script, Consequently rhe film 
engages rhe inrellea rother rhon 
rhe emotions - which is a recipe 
for boxoffice dtsosrer. 

Certificote 15. Running Time: 
1 05 minutes. 

A.D, 


DER TODESKING 
Heodpress Video 

After nekromonrik, Jorg Durr- 
gereir returns to the small screen 
With another gloomy meditation 
on death, rhe universe ond noth- 
ingness. DER TODESKING {The 
King of Deorh) exomines on 
overoge week in the lives ond 
deaths of a rondom sampling of 
ongst-ndden blockheods in Oer- 
lin. Eoch doy observes the mis- 
fortunes of one specific moribund 
individual, occomponied by o 
rime-lapse photography inter- 
mission of o humon corpse 
groduolly rorring owoy High- 
lights {If rhofs the right word...) 
include: 0 hairy freak splortering 
his girlfriend's broins ocross rhe 
woll os she inrerruprs him watch- 
ing 0 pseudo-lLSA video: o girl 
rigging up o comero so she con 
film her blowing owoy o porticu- 
lorly wretched rods guitonsr and 
vorious oudience members; ond 
the final grief-stricken misery 
woiling ond boshing his head 
against o woll for whot seems 
like ererniry... 

Technicolly, DER TODESKING is 
much more impressive than 
NEKROMANTIK. raking in o vori- 
ety of photogrophic styles, rang- 
ing from cine-verlfo' hond-held 
shckiness ro rhe Godord-influ- 
enced 360° camera revolutions 
chorring rhe minoe of "Mon- 
doy's" loser's lost hours, ro the 
foke {ond quite funny) Nozi 
movie video insert The 
soundtrock too (party composed 
by NEKRO's lonesome corpse- 
lover Doktofi [IJ Lorenz) is more 
ombirious ond effeaive, with 
voriotions on o morbid rheme 
executed with o variety of insrru- 
menrotion, ronging from sub- 
Popol Vuh droning to Philip 
Gloss-sryle reperition The effects 
olso ovoid rhe home-movie ex- 
cesses of NEKRO, rhe heod-splot- 
ter ond rorring corpse being por- 
ticuioriy convincing. 

Reolly, DER TODESKING 
needs more spoce rhon is ovoil- 
able here to investigote its more 
serious rhemes ond gerterol pur- 
pose Neither on exploironon 
film nor o full-blown ort movie, ir 
occupies that bizorre middle 
ground somewhere between 
rhe two, and it couldn't hove 
come from onywhere other rhon 
Germany , .,lr's certoinly not to oil 



tastes, bur Jbrg Cutrgereir hos to 
be commended for moktng such 
on uncompromising movie, one 
which doesn't cater ro commer- 
ciol concerns or the infantile rub- 
ber monster morket 

Releosed in o limited edition 
ond ovoiloble only by moil order 
from. HEADPRE5S, PO QOX 160, 
STOCKPORT. CHESHIRE. SKI dET. 
Certificote IS. Running rime: 72 
minutes. 

5.J, 


THE NAKED KISS 
Poloce Video 


SHOCK CORRIDOR 
Poloce Video 

Two wild, sleazy films from rhe 
vereron director Som Fuller 
{whose wor film. THE DIG RED 
ONE. was inadvertently seized 
by Jomes Andetton's crozed min- 
ions as 'porn during the video 
nosties' hysrerio). SHOCK CORRI- 
DOR ( 1 960 ) tells the rwisred toie 
of unscrupulous reporter Johnny 
Dorrorr {Peter Dteck) who decides 
ro solve o murder cose {ond 
hopefully win himself o Pulirzer 
Pnze) by going 'undercover' into 
0 lunoric osylum. The booby- 
hotch in question mokes Dedlom 
seem mild in comporison. bur 
Johnny soon discovers derails of 
the murder os he becomes 
friendly with his various 'fellow' 
spoce-coses. Of course, it's on ill 
wind; offer some prerry de- 
mented sequences culminating 
in him forcing rhe guilty culprit ro 
confess. Johnny is reveoled to be 
virtually cotoronic - his hard- 
worn Pulitzer prize will be 
oworded ro someone with no 
more self-awareness thon o tur- 
nip. 

Virtually every ospect of 
SHCCK CORRIDOR is sweory or 
unwholesome; inmores receive 
excessive shock rreotmenrs; 
Johnny's girlfriend (the striking 
Constance Towers, soon to return 
In THE NAKED KISS) Is o stripper 
ond he hos nightmares concern- 
ing her (imogmed) infidelities; 
Johnny Is ortocked and olmosr 
tom to pieces by deprived (de- 
proved?) women from rhe nym- 
phomonioc word of rhe osylum: 
ond rhe film as o whole is riddled 
with o perverse sexual subtext. In 
Its grim, grimy ond unflortering 
depiaion of menral heolrh'. 
SHOCK CORRIDOR hos been 
found to be morally dubious and 
themoricolly tasteless by con- 
cerned and well-meoning indi- 
viduals. 

Well. I'm not one of them so 
I'll give It my whole-heorted rec- 
ommendotion. Still worth pick- 
ing up in spite of its recent TV 
screening 

THE NAKED KISS (1965) al- 
most ruined Fuller's career ond 
hos one of the most stortling 
openings ever committed ro cel- 



luloid, simple os rhor! Following 
the shock beginning rhe film tells 
the role of ex-prosrirute Kelly 
(Constonce Towers) settling 
down in smoll-rown USA and 
trying ro build o new life for her- 
self After becoming a piilor of 
rhe communiry through her nurs- 
ing obillries ond foiling for rhe 
most respeaed mon in town ir 
looks like life is finolly working 
our for her, but there ore severol 
extremely unpleosonr revelo- 
rions In store. ..With such cheerful, 
upbeat subject morter as mur- 
der child molesrorion. prostitu- 
tion. police corruption ond smoll 
town hypocrisy it's eosy ro see 
why Fuller wosn'f exoaly show- 
ered with occolodes for this pic- 
ture. His next picture (SHARK!, 
wirh Durr Reynolds), didn r come 
our nil 1970, ond Fuller tried in 
vein to hove his noirte removed 
from It; bur THE NAKED KISS, to- 
gether wirh SHOCK CORRIDOR 
ond UNDERWORLD USA (if you 
con see on uncut print), is quin- 
ressenriol mid-period Fuller. 

Oh sure these pictures ore 
technicolly nor horror, but their 
overall effect is o hell of a lor 
more sordid ond corhomc thon 
subjeaing yourself ro ihe lotesr 
Fred Olen Roy snnker (or maybe 
nor, come to think of trl). Our 
bewore; rhe review print of THE 
NAKED KISS was extremely poor; 
dull ond grainy in ploces, wirh 
picture roll occurring or least 
twice, 

SHOCK CORRfDOR; Certificote 
15. Running rime; 97 minutes. 
THE NAKED KISS: Certificote 18. 
Running time; 87 minutes. 

S.J, 



If you hove something you wont to get off your chest, don't be afraid to scream 
at us about it. Send your bouquets or brickbats to Post Mortem, The Dark Side, 
Panini House, 11^120 Goswell Road, London EC1 7QD 



Boris Karloff in THE MASK OF FU MANCHU 



Dear Mr Bryce, 

First may I congratulate you on 
your excellent magaxine. Being 
seen to read it increases 
prejudice against me (‘Didn't 
your mother ever think there was 
something wrong with you?'), 
but stuff them - / enjoy it.’ My 
purpose in writing is to enquire 
about ‘Shock Around The Clock. ‘ 
Where and when Is it held, where 
do / get tickets, and how much 
are they? That's about it really. 
Incidentally, my mother doesn’t 
think there's anything wrong 
with me - in fact she encourages 

Thanks, 

Elisabeth Lawson, 

Itipon, North Yorks 

My mum did too, Elisabeth, and 
look where it got met The Shock 
festival is organised by Man Jones 
and Stefan Jauvrsyn, both regular 
contributors to this illustrious 
organ. They tel! me that they 
can't answer .ANT of your 
questions at present because no 
venue or date has yet been set. 

The fast is usually held in July! 
.August at London 's Scala. but the 
Scala is closing in .’day for a 
lengthy refurbishment and it 
seems likely this year's 'Shock' 
may be held elsewhere. We’ll 
publish full details as soon as they 
become available. 



Dear Editor, 

A mistake that has frequently 
popped up in most of the popular 
genre mags needs to be corrected. 
On page 18 of your February 
issue the pseudonym Clyde 
Anderson is credited to veteran 
Spanish director Carlos Aured (of 
Paul Naschy fame), whereas in 
fact it really belongs to Italian 
hack Claudio Fragasso. 

Fragasso is director of 


AFTER DEATH and LA C/JS4 5, 
and of course NIGHT KILLER. 

He Is a frequent script and story 
collaborator for Joe D’Amato's 
Filmirage and also works for 
Bruno Mattel (his most notable 
efforts have been on Mattel’s nun 
movie, 'L'Altro Inferno' and ‘La 
Vera Strorie Oe La Monaco Di 
Moma'). While we are on the 
subject of pseudonyms, does 
anyone know who Drago Floyd is 
- perhaps another name for 
Fragasso? 

Gary Needham, 

Glasgow, Scotland. 

Thanks for the info, Gary. We 
stand corrected. As for who Drago 
Floyd is, well only his mum knows 
for sure. One day we might do a 
list of spaghetti pseudonyms, but 
don 't hold your breath... 



Dear Mr Bryce, 

Your magazine is excellent in 
information, appearance, price 
and its great interviews. I 
especially like the section on 
Hammer glamour, but could you 
please do some profiles on the 
great stars - Lee, Steele, 

Cushing, Price. Karloff, Lugosi 
and Lon Chaney etc. Could you 
also include some centrefold 
horror posters like GOREZONE 
magazine, or make a poster out 
of your front page - I really liked 
the TWO EVIL EYES poster in 
issue 3. 

Brenda, 

Ireland. 


Apart from our regular Hammer 
Clamour features we do intend to 
give a lot more coverage to golden 
oldies in future issues. As for the 
poster idea, that would put the 
cost of printing up and we might 
have to increase our coivr price 
accordingly. At the moment we 
think it's belter to do occasional 
poster giveaways rather than 
make it a regular thing. 



Dear Sir, 

I can provide some info on THE 
BVSHWACKER (reader query. 
February). It was basically an 
ultra-low budget skinflick not 
given a BBFC certificate, and 
thus restricted to showing in 
cinema clubs. I saw it at 
Cineclub 24 in Tottenham Court 
Road on 14th May 1970 
(fortunately I still have diaries 
going bock to 1958). The film’s 
title was painted on a sign that 
was part of the desert scenery 
and there were NO other credits! 
Several substantial cuts had been 
made (presumably by the GLC) 
and it was ineptly acted and 
directed. I assume that it was 
probably shown in other targe 
towns and cities because it 
appeared at Studio X in Reading 
towards the end of the 7Qs (I 
can’t check my diary on this 
because I didn't go back for a 
second look!) I imagine that the 
magazine that your reader saw 
the film featured in ivas either 
CONTINENTAL FILM REVIEW 
or CINEMA X - probably the 
latter. 

Now perhaps you (or one of 
your readers) can answer a 
couple of queries for me. In the 
late 40s (I was about ten years 
old) / saw a movie about a white 
gorilla which was obviously 
either THE WHITE GORILLA 
(1947) or WHITE PONGO 
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WHITE PONGO 
U945}, bat which had been 
reittled ADVESTURE UNLIM- 
ITED in order to cash In on a 
currently popular nightly at 6.45. 
The question Is, what film was 
it? (I can assure you it was 
terrible, even to a lO-year-old 
vieu'er, but these questions are 
purely for research purposes!) 

Next question; Sometime in 
1958 I saw a low budget BIw spy 
film starring Dennis f^ice and 
Peggy Ann Gamer. It was made 
in English but set land possibly 
produced) in Germany. I cannot 
trace any reference to this 
ANYWHERE, not even in 50s 
issues of F. Maurice Speed’s 
'Film Review’ annual. Con 
anyone out there help me with 
the title and director? 

Finally, a word of (re- 
strained) praise. The most recent 
issue of THE DARK SIDE is the 
first one that I’ve actually 
bought. I realise that it is 
intended for macabre and fantasy 
fans rather than middle aged 
movie freaks. But there's a lot of 
competition out there, and in my 
opinion you should increase your 
Him coverage with more 
informative articles like the 
interview with Abel Ferrara, if 
necessary at the expense of other 

T. Kirkpatrick, 
Weston-Super-Mare, Avon. 

-•1 glance through this very issue 
should reveal that we've taken 
heed of your words. .4s a middle 
aged movie freak I'm sure you'll 
enjoy Colin Davis's perceptive look 
at the short career of Antony 
Batch! To answer your questions. 
.ADVENTURE UNLIMITED was the 
CB title of WHITE POSCO, a 1945 
Newfieid Brothers production 
utilising the same gorilla suit as 


CASTLE OF THE LIVING DEAD 



the previous year's NABONGA. The 
plot had undercover policeman 
Richard Fraser going on safari 
with a group of British biologists 
(who are out to capture a mystic 
white primate) because he believes 
one of them to be a killer. The 
Dennis Price movie you seek is 
not a Dennis Price movie at all! 
It's a little-seen 63-minule 
programmer called THE BLACK 
FOREST 11954) which was made 
on location in Germany by 
director Gene Martel. It starred 
Peggy .Ann Gamer, .Akim Tamiroff 
and Gordon Howard. 



Dear Ed. 

I am an acid fan of ‘B’ films 
from the 40s, SOs, and 60s. 
Unfortunately only a small 
number of these Dims are 
available on video in the UK. 
Companies in the United Stales 
advertise dozens of these titles, 
but none of them are available on 
our PAL system. It’s very 
frustrating. Why can T any UK 
company market these Films? I 
am sure there must be many 
addicts like me who uvuld Jump 
at the chance of buying them. 

Can any reader tell me where 'B' 
movie classics can be purchased 
in this country? Or perhaps you 
con help me with info on a cheap 
method of converting the 
American system to PAL? One 
Final question: Do you know 
where / can get hold of the 
Christopher Lee CASTLE OF 
THE LIVING DEAD, and THE 
BLOODY PIT OF HORROR? 

C. Rendell, 

Coventry, 

You 'll find a number of golden 
oldies on sell through of course, 
but nothing approaching the 
u-ealth of esoteric material 
available on the American market. 
Fortunately technology has moved 
on. and you can now buy VCRs 
that play .American NTSC tapes to 
PAL television sets. Mitsubishi do 
one for around the £400 mark. 
Then you can get vintage horror 
material really cheaply (about a 
tenner a tape INCLUDING 
postage! from such U.S. compa- 
nies as SINISTER CINEMA. Write 
for 0 catalogue and details to P.O. 
Box 777. Pacifica. California G4 
094044 (or if you can't wail you 
con phone them on 0201-4I5-359- 
3292!). I believe that SINISTER 
should be able to help you out 
with both titles you requested. 



Dear Mr Bryce, 

Congratulations on a First-rate 
publication. Most impressive. As 
a true fan of the horror genre 
(ever since I saw my first blood- 
spattered screen) / must say that 


Lon Chaney's WOLFMAN 

THE DARK SIDE Is one of the 
first magazines of its kind that I 
hove found to be worth reading. I 
personally have enjoyed tremen- 
dously the short fiction stories 
you have already printed, end 
look forward to more of the 
same. Also, the article on 
director Michele Soaci was well 
worth the effort, informative, 
interesting and written with 
intelligence (unlike a few 
interviews in some less charis- 
matic competitors!) 

But there is one thing I do 
have to ask, and that is, Is there 
any possibility of a future article 
going over some of the classic 
black and white movies starring 


the greatest and most sinister 
actors of all time: Boris Karloff, 
Bela Lugosi, Lon Chaney etc? / 
tvasn 't even a twinkle in my own 
.Mammy’s eye when these came 
out, but alter viewing them for 
the first time I was hooked. I 
know some may say the above- 
mentioned are old hat and not 
worth the effort, but the Jason 's 
and the Freddy 's of today owe 
them a debt of gratitude for 
opening up the horror field In the 
Hrsl place. Keep up the good 
uwk and best wishes for the 
future. 

Paul, 

Highbury, London. 
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ack in th« days when Robin Askwith was the 
snappiest dresser in movies and ON THE 
Bl'SES was the height of sophisticated British 
comedy (come to think of it it still is - Ed), 
beautiful Danish-bom Yutte .Stensgaard was one 
of Hammer's sexiest bloodsuckers. Her finest hour and a 
half came when she starred in LUST FOR A VAMPIRE 
(1971), playing Mircalla/Carmilla. a beautiful vampire who 
enrols in an exclusive (Inishing school located in Karnstein 
Castle, the site of various low budget black magic rituals. 
Yutte manages to put the bite upon just about everyone in 
the cast, including DEAR JOHN star Ralph Bates, before 
being zapped by a fiery beam - this gal really IS hot stuff! 

The film was the second in Hammer's notorious 'Karn- 
stein' trilog>' of sexy vampire pics based around characters 
from J. Sheridan Le Fanu's novel. CARMII.LA (which also 
furnished the inspiration for Roger Vadim's BLOOD AND 
ROSES). The role of (he entrancing heroine had been 
taken by Ingrid PitI in THE VAMPIRE LOVERS (1970). 
and audiences were to get a double dose of cheese* 
cake from the Collinson twins in the later TWINS 
OF EVIL. 

LUST was to have been Yulte's big break, but 
unfortunately Ihe film as a whole didn’t enjoy 
the same boxoffice success as its predecessor. 

Clumsily directed by veteran Hammer script- 
writer Jimmy Sangster (who zoomed in on 
bulging cleavage or gory neck bites whenever 
the plot flagged), it was a very silly affair that 
reached its nadir with the inclusion of a 
dreadful sung (foisted on it at the last min- 
ute by the producers). The tuneless ditty 
was called 'Strange Love.' and was very 
strange indeed - Sangster admits he 
prayed for the ground to swallow him up 
when this came on at a preview screen- 
ing! At least Sangster was to suix'ive 
the debacle and go on lo find greater 
fame as a writer/director of Holl>’woud 
TV movies. Yutte. on Ihc other hand 



was to find few other parts she could so effectively get her 
teeth into. 

Yutte was bom in Denmark (as Jytte Steensgaard) in 
1948 and came to England at the age of 19, where she was 
‘discovered’ by British producer Betty Box and given small 
roles as attractive set decoration in A GIRL WITH A PIS- 
TOL and THE BUTTERCUP CHAIN. She had no inhibi- 
tions about taking her clothes off on screen, and so, not 
surprisingly, soon drifted into low budget sex features like 
A PROMISE OF BED (1970 - also known as THIS. THAT 
AND THE OTHER). This film starred Victor Spinetti as a 
suicidal bloke whose life was inadvertently saved by a vo- 
luptuous party-loving blonde (Vanessa Howard). Running 
parallel to the main narrative was a humorous sub-plot 
about a randy taxi driver (John Bird) who dreams of a 
fantasy world populated by naked sunbathers and stripteas- 
ers - one of whom was Yutte! 

The same year she appeared with her clothes on in Betty 
Box’s DOCTOR IN TROUBLE, a forgettable addition to the 
long-running movie series based on Richard Gordon’s 
books. The rakish Leslie Phillips starred as madcap woman- 
chaser Dr Burke, whose pursuit of mini-skirted Angela 
Scoular gets him stuck on board on ocean liner and labelled 
a stowaway. Needless to say James Robertson Justice's for- 
midable Sir Lancelot Spratt was also along for the farcical 
voyage. Stensgaard played a character named Eve, who 
received the full benefit of our hero’s smarmy bedside 
manner... 

After this Yutte began to gather a few 
credits in the horror/fantasy area, first of 
all moving to Hammer’s chief rival, 

Amicus Films, to feature alongside 
genre giants Christopher Lee. Vincent 
Price and Cushing 

SCREAM AND SCREAM AGAIN, a 
confused but entertaining tale 

then diving 


Yutte in LUST FOfl A 
VAMPIRE 



TOPU 

Dtsmis) 


„CE CHRISTOPHERLEE PEIERCUSgG 

, „i™ suBOmv ™ tVUlllflR. y 


She moved on to appear once more for Betty Box in the 
little-seen Bulldog Drummond adventure SOME GIRLS 
DO, playing ‘Number One.* leader of an army of mini- 
skirted robots intent on taking over the world (others 
included Virginia North and Vanessa Howard). Richard 
Johnson was the debonair hero, and James Viliiers the ma- 
levolent super-villain. Yutte then essayed a similar role in 
the even more obscure ZETA ONE (known in the US as 
THE LOVE FACTOR), which was an ultra-low-budget 1970 
slice of sexy SF about a group of outer space cuties called 
Angvians who battle British agents for control of the Earth. 
A mark of the Hlm’s quality (or lack of it) can be found in 
the fact that ‘Cany On' regular Charles Hawtrey gives the 
only memorable performance! 

After that came Yutte’s first and only starring role in 
LUST FOR A VAMPIRE. The Rim’s poor boxoffice recep- 
tion effectively ended the ambitious young actress's 
chances of following in the footsteps of such famed Ham- 
mer heroines as Ursula Andress, Racquel Welch or even 
Ingrid Pitt. Thereafter she married Tony Curtis (not the 
Rim star ~ the art director on Amicus Films!) and took a 
few decorative roles in television shows like THE PER- 
SUADERS, DOCTOR IN THE HOUSE, JASON KING and 
RETURN OF THE SAINT, before disappearing from the 
acting scene altogether in the mid-70s. It seems that 
Yutte’s marriage broke up around about the same time and 
she moved to Beverly Hills where she remarried and had 
one child. We wish her all the best wherever she may be, 
and hope she enjoys our little tribute... 


Would you lust after this vampire? 


2S 



cojole writer Jock themselves Irtro almost every frome 
Turley to pitch In ond Of mony rhird seosort episodes 
write 0 Story irt which whether they hove lines or not, our 

the choroaer of John Intrepid trio groduolly teossett their 

Robinson domlnoted. domfnonce of the stories os the sea* 


While Smith 




Jonsthan Harris as Dr Sr 


}on Abbott 
, continues his 
« writer's guide to 
. the odventures of 
the Space Fomiiy 
Robinsoi^^^^^^ 

' Will, Doctor Smith ond the Robot 
ropidly come to dominate Lost In 
Spoce. ond there Is little doubt that 
the pace and entertolnmeni value 
suffered when these chorocrers were 
not the focus of ortenrion. Penny ond 
Judy were no substitutes for Will, ond 
It is eoslly those stories starring this 
• bizorre trio of inrergoloctic explorers 
(with the two mole leads chorging in 
to mop up or the end) that work the 
4 best. Of course the othet members of 
rhe cost. In portlculor leoding mon 
4 Guy Williams, were undersrondobiy 
not porticulorly hoppy wim the dlrec- 
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in 
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Space Family Robinson - the cast. 


Retuctonrly, Turley turned son weors 
In "Hunter's Moon", o vori- horr tokes 
otlon of the old mon- the secon 
hunrs-mon chestnut. Mon", she 


son weors on. Although June Lock- 
hort tokes centre sioge with Smith in 
the second seoson's "The Golden 
Mon", she Is the only cost nsember 


tmolns the cotolyst for this 
ond rhe preceding three slo- 
ts of the third seoson. the 
...lole family enjoy eguol 


The relorionship between Smith 
ind the oniogonisrlc Major West (the 
>nly member of rhe Jupiter Two’s 


, ond in this final porty of dupes who regularly S' 


year. It’s cleorly apparent rhor rhroug 
Jonathon Harris hos been In- lies) is 
srructed to keep his skillful od-llbs vais’’ < 
f to o minimum. Robot 

While the est Of 

Robinson gels h 


through Smith’s tronsporent tissue of 
lies) Is explored In ’’The Spoce Prime- 
vols’’ ond 'Fugitives In Spoce", the 
Robot takes centre sroge In 'Deadli- 
est Of The Species", and even Smith 
gets his own personol episode, reu- 
nited with Fritz Feld’s officious Zum- 
dish for rhe fotcicol 'Two Weeks In 

Wlllioms got to show off his 
sword-fIghtIng skills from his Zorro 
doys in ’The Spoce Desttuctots", ond, 
feorures for more prominently In epi- 
sodes such 05 "Kldnopped In Space". 
’’Torget. Eotth ”. ond "The Time Mer- 
chont". His tour-de-force though - , 
with Moth Goddord’s Mojot West - Is 
cleorty the superb fan fovourite "Antl- 
Motter Mon’’, in which he and God- 
dord enjoy duel roles os their evil 
dupllcotes. The genuine suspense 
ond creotlvity built Into this Old Foith- 


ful of fantasy scenarios, porticulorly 
the oll-srops-out direction of Sutton 
Raley, provides o tonrolising glimpse 
of just how gteot the series could 
hove been when everybody con- 
cerned wos giving 100 percent. Al- 
though credited to rhe pseudonym 
"K.C. Alison ”. If Is In foci co-wrirren by 
Borney Slorer ond Roben Homner. 

Robert Homner come on boord 
for rhe third ond finol seoson. ond 
rapidly captured the flovour of rhe 
series with such typicol mixes of hys- 
lericol odventuie and clever comedy 
os "Kidnapped In Spoce ”. The Space 
Destnictors" . ’’Deadliest Of The Spe- 




son Colombo OlocMe s Mogic) ond 
adventure droma (Voyage/Sea 
Knighi Rider. The Equaliser etc.) 

Oillis olso fovoured story-book 
zanies over alien invaders and ray- 
guns. ond iniioduced inlergolocilc 
showmon Fornum 0 (Leonard Stone) 
to Ibe senes m two slow-moving 
toles "A Day At Tbe Zoo ' ond "Spoce 
Deouty’ . All his episodes put the 
emphasis on the girls oher his first 
seoson success with the magical ond 
highly occloimed "My Friend Mr 
Nobody" O first seoson highlight 

After this success. Gillis reworked 
rhe rheme with other goofy oiien 
boyfriends for Angelo Carrwnghl's 


Penny In rhe excellent first season 
gem The Mogic Mirror' ond the 
considerobly less excellent The 
Mounted Lighthouse' Glllls once a 
prolific wrirer on the 1950 s 5oper- 
mon TV series wrote seven epis^es 
of Lost In ifioce ond one similorly 
child-like Lend O/ The Giartrs. Our 
Mon O'Reilly " (apporently completely 
oblivious to rhe foct rhoi ihe series 
didnt loke piece on Eorthl) • 

Other writers loking the comedic 
storybook opprooch Included Morgo- 
ret Drookmon-Hill. who wrote o single 
episode concerning o confrontation 
with Norse gods Thor ond Drunhilde 
( The Spoce Vikings ), ond Michoel 


story Atiock Of The Monster Plonts 
(on occurore ond descriptive title. If 
nothing elsel) ond ogoin with the 
lighter 'Wild Adventure' . o mermoid- 
in-spoce yam introducing spoce-siren 
Athene, (heviously, Bolter hod written 
episodes of The Outer Umiis. loier 
they become story editors ond then 
producers on Mission fmpossible 
Assigned the losk of wtiting the 
episodes featuring the Robinson girls' 
wos Jockson Gillis. o busy television 
wriiei whose work ollernotes be- 
tween murder mysteries (Perry Mo- 









Fessier. who wrote the worst episode commissioned to write this dreadful 

In the entire series. Fessler was o western spoaf, the "Spock's Droln" of 

former writer of Fred Astaire nims who Lou In Space episodes, inipld ond 

hod later carved o unique niche fat llloqlcol by even the flexible ston- 

hlmself writing musical comedy west- dards of Lost In ^ce. the most glor- 

ems. ond later, episodes of Oononza Ing irritant Is Dr. Smith mouthing 

ond The High Chopporol. It seems reoms of scene-setting exposition 

cteor thor Fessler either Jumped on that he couldn’t possibly hove known, 

the bondwogon os It possed, or was Another writer teetering on the 


• . * ■ ■ 

brink of the credibility gap was Corey 
Wilber, who struck gold with "A Visit 
To Hodes", a cony yam In which Smith 
must seemingly poy for his sins (but 
Soton Is in foci o srrtooth chormer, 
seducing Judy Into teleoslng him from 
on alien prison), ond The Astrol Trav- 
eller which rakes Will and Smith on 
^o visit to o Scottish castle bock on 
Forth, complete with "Angus", o seo- 
weed monster in the lochl 

These ore omusing ot leosi. bur 
Wilber's "The Questing Oeost", o dis- 
astrously over-the-top poniomime 
hommed Into oblivion by the late 
Hons Conreld, and 'Treasure Of The 
Lost Ploner". bringing bock his "Sky 
Pirote" Tucker (the splendid Albert 
Solml] for o lolky ireosure hunt, were 
ponderous yams rhot even Harris 
couldn't rescue 

Wilber went strolghi for the hu- 
morous vein In Lost In Space with his 
visiring characters bur os Smith ond 
the Robot oireody had that ospect of 
the series coiered for, the result wos 
often overkill, ond the episodes 
degeneroted Into tiresome force. 
Generally, the writers knew that Hor- 
ris ond would od-lib bits of busi- 
ness into the script, but Wilber went 
out of his woy to indude such scripted 
"humour" os the foolish scenes in 
"Hodes" In which Smith is shown bod 
behoviour from his past, with Horris 
ploying Smith of oil oges, induding 
Infont and child. The flashback scenes 
In the excellent 'Prisoners Of Spoce ' 
hod alreody demonstrated how this 
might effectively be done with clips. 

. While that episode (by Domey Slater] 
ottempied to bridge the two Incomo- 
rions of Smith os scenery-chewing vli- 
loln of the pilot and bungling coward 
of later episodes, these floshbocks 
moke absolutely no sense or all. 

Wilber wrote six episodes, four of 
them determinedly silly ones, two of 
which worked, two of which didn't, 
but his two first seoson contributions. 
"Thete Were Gionts In The Forth", for 
which he wrote Smith into the pilot 
fooroge, ond "His Majesty Smith" 
were fine. Wilber also wrote "Space 
Seed" for Star Trek, which Introduced 
Khon Into the Slot Trek myrhos, ond 
three 77me Tunnel stories, the excet- 
, lent Custet episode "Mossocre”. the 
weird "Chose Through Time " guest 
starring Robert Duvoll. and the doffy 
'Town Of Terror ” 

Williom Welch, who wrote for oil 
of Allen’s series, but wos most prolific 
on Voyage (33 episodes, plus 9 Land 
Ot The Gionts and S Time Funnel) 
wrote four episodes of Lost In Spoce. 
three for the firsr seoson, ond one - 
"The Spoce Creoture" - for the third, 
Welch wos Allen's right-hond mon 
• c»nd story editor on Voyage ond Time 
Tunnel, ond often wrote budget- 
’ crunching fillers for existing props, no 
guest stors, and sionding sets when 
other episodes hod gone over- 
budget. 

Like many Voyage episodes, 
"The Spoce Creonjre " wos set within 
the confines of the ship, with the 
regulors gtoduolly vonlshing one by 
one due to the presence of on alien 
force. The only other set wos o block, 
bore mist-enveloped void and the 
alien was created by slinging o sheer 
over the octor concernedi However, 
expense doesn't equol quollty, and 
the episode was quire entertaining; 
Welch cleotly went to the series' In- 
spiration. the 1 956 feature Forbid- 
den Ploner (which olso inspired ond 
- Influenced Stor Trek) for the punch- 
line. 

Rocker. Sloter. Homner ond Welch 
would take science-fiction Ideos and 
try to work them Into the Lost In Spoce 
forrTsot. The Duncons, Gillls, and Wil- 


ber would toke chlld-llke fontosles or 
figures from other genres ond then tty • , 

to coot them with scl-fi elements. The 
two approaches at least compli- ^ 
mented each other, although most 
oudiences - Including kids - tend ro . 
prefer the episodes with menoces 
rather thon eccentrics. 

Lost In Spoce hos token o good ^ ' 

deol of criticism over the yeors. rang- 
ing from genuine disdoln to cheap . 
shots, much of it unfoir ond mis- 
judged. I960’s series series such os * 

Lost In 5poce. Dotmon, TTme Funnel, i A 
Wild Wild West. The Mon/GIrl From > 
UNCLi, Honey West, The Avengers, 

The In voders, ond Land Of The Giants 
moy not be "siroighi", "serious", or 
scientiflcolly accurate, but they srimu- 
lore the Imoginorlon with their hu- 
mour and inventiveness fat more 
thon 70's or SO’s fontosy series thot 
hove come olong since. Soda pop 
con be just os enjoyoble os the fine 
wine of Star Trek. Twilight Zone, ond 
Outer Umits oil of svhich hod their fair 
shore of dofter risoments, ond they • 
remain remorkobly entertolnlng In 
their own right. 
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Davidson and John Milius to the endless 
list owing this one*man industry 
phenomenon a massive debt. How he made 
Vincent Price the archetypal horror star, 
revived the careers of Boris Karloff and 
Peter Loore, had affairs with most of his 
leading actresses and took acid while 
researching THE TRIP are all now part of 
Tinseltown folklore, the enduring legend 
that is Roger Corman, the man, the myth 
and the innovating magician. 

You can read all about those stories 
and more entertaining 
memoirs In his 


hat do directors Francis 
Coppola, Martin Scorsese, 
Peter Bogdanovich, Joe 
Dante and Jonathan 
Demme have in common? 

Who gave Robert De 
Niro. Jack 
Nicholson, 
Ellen Burstyn, 
Peter Fonda. 
Bruce Dem, 
Talia Shire 
and Dennis 
Hopper their 
first break? 
Still no 
idea? 


Then tiy this: What links the cult movie 
A BUCKET OF BLOOD, the Edgar Allan 
Poe horror series starting with HOUSE 
OF USHER, the ultra-controversial THE 
WILD ANGELS and the still banned in 
Britain LSD-a-Go-Co fantasy THE TRIP? 

The answer is Roger Corman - 
director, producer, distributor and darling 
of critics everywhere. He sold his first 
script HIGHWAY DRAGNET in 1953 and 
since then his high camp, low budget 
output has labelled him the consummate 
Hollywood hustler, the greatest 
exploitation maverick of all time. A genius 
at the guerrilla warfare approach to 
cheaply made schlock - THE LITTLE 
SHOP OF HORRORS was shot in three 
days - Corman’s huge genre influence over 
the past four decades can never be 
dismissed. 

From IT CONQUERED THE WORLD 
and BLOODY MAMA, through BIG DOLL 
HOUSE and Bergman’s CRIES AND 
WHISPERS, (released via his distribution 
set-up New World Pictures), to 
WATCHERS II and ROCK'N'ROLL HIGH 
SCHOOL FOREVER, (for his latest 
company Concorde), Corman has 
given hundreds of Hollywood 
hopefuls a vastly underpaid shot. 
Add EATING RAOUL’s Paul Bartel. 
CHINATOWN scripter Robert 
Towne, ALIENS’ James Cameron 
and Gale Anne Hurd, PIRANHA 
writer John Sayles, Ron Howard, 
D«TM«M -rnHiirer Jon 




recent autobiography ‘How 1 Made a 
Hundred Movies in Hollywood and Never 
Lost a Dime'. The title refers to his 
personal fortune (as the racist saga THE 
INTRUDER and the post-hippie GAS-S-S- 
S were miserable failures). Time will tell if 
his latest. FRANKENSTEIN UNBOUND, 
suffers the same fate. Based on Brian 
Aldiss’ novel, it's the Rrst time Corman 
has stepped behind a camera since 
directing VON RICHTHOFEN AND 
BROWN in 1970. 

Now 64 years old, the slim, dignified 
and self-styled trendsetter never really 
retired. It's just that New World was so 
successful he never had time left over 


But she based it on fact apparently as 
the infamous doctor was her neighbour 
and his monstrous creation was meant to 
fuini an unusual destiny back in the 
future. 

Corman said, “We changed the script 
into a detective stoiy, replaced the novel's 
flrst person narrative with the speaking 
car, and turned Aldiss' time-travelling 
diplomat into a scientist to draw parallels 
between the different past and future 
experimental generations. Creating life 
playing God is the moral core and the 
religious overtones were unavoidable 
because reading Shelley's book again I was 
struck by how insightful it was, and I'm a 


lapsed Catholic!” 

Corman's blend of BACK TO THE 
FUTURE and GOTHIC stars John Hurt. 
Raul Julia, Bridget Fonda, (Peter’s 
daughter), LOST BOY Jason Patric and 



FRANKENSmN UNBOUND 


from taking care of company business to 
put his hard-earned money where his own 
lens was. The producer responsible for 
getting Corman back to work is Thom 
Mount who Brst had the idea of remaking 
FRANKENSTEIN while head of Universal. 
Corman explained, “They did some market 
research about what audiences wanted to 
see and found a movie titled ROGER 
CORMAN’S FRANKENSTEIN could be a 
hit. I discussed script ideas with Wes 
Craven but then decided against it because 
I felt it would get lost amongst the 
countless FRANKENSTEIN movies 
already made”. 

A year later Mount called again and was 
turned down a second time. Corman 
continued, “Then Thom formed The 
Mount Company and tried reviving my 
interest once more. During our talks I 
remembered the Aldiss novel. I’d read It 
fifteen years ago and for no reason it 
suddenly popped back into my mind. Once 
I'd said I’d like to do that, the project 
became a reality”. 

20th Century Fox and Warner Bros 
agreed to co-finance the S9 million 
production, written by Corman and former 
film critic F X Feeney, detailing what 
happens when a scientist from 2031 drives 
a talking computer car through a timeslip 
to arrive at Lake Geneva in 1816. That's 
where the celebrated ‘Haunted Summer’ 
took place resulting in Mary Shelley 
writing 'Frankenstein, or the Modem 
Prometheus’. 





.ROGER CORMAN 


„ JAMES H 
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to be 95 minutes or more. My 86 minute 
final cut was considered far too short for a 
major release" - the movie attracted great 
reviews. He continued, "That surprised 
everyone. It was the best received Fox 
movie of 1990 and they screwed it up. Not 
one review was bad and I was being 
compared to Fellini and Kurosawa". 

Corman hopes it will get a fairer crack 
globally based on this acclaim. Although 
world premiered at last year's 'Shock 
Around the Clock’ festival, here Warners 
deemed it a 'difficuit' sell and handed it 
over to Blue Dolphin Films after the 
enterprising distributors effectively 
positioned the rerelease of the uncut PAT 
GARRETT AND BILLVTHE KID. Corman 
moaned. "That’s the problem these days. 
Studios are too blockbuster orientated to 
bother with medium budget pictures. 
Their preoccupation with, and emphasis 
on. hardware movies has boosted budgets 
to levels that can’t be sustained. What sort 
of business are we in when $50 million 
grossers actually lose money? Have they 
forgotten all about artistry?" 

But forever the die hard opportunist. 
Corman plans to cash in on these events 
and his reclaimed status by directing 
FRANKENSTEIN UNBOI ND II for his 
company Concorde. "Nothing is concrete 
though”, he pointed out. "Aldiss wrote me 
a loveb' letter saying how much he liked it 
and he's mentioned turning his novel 
DRACl'l. \ I'NBOl'NO into a movie too. 
Sn 1 haven’t ((uite decided what I'li do 
yet", liotvevvr Corman junkies won't hav e 
to wail tiiu tonfi for anolhei fK. He plays 
m FBI head in Jonathan Deiumo's 
MUlaat chiller SiLE.NtE <>F TUt-T 
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May is the month of macabre ritual, when strange, wild-eyed creatures come forth from their 
darkened caves to suck the blood of the living. But even poll tax collectors have to relax 
sometimes, and when they do they will surely want to settle down with the bumper May edition 
of THE DARK SIDE, a publication that Stephen 
King (not the writer, but the landlord of The Hand 
And Racquet. Surbiton) has described as ‘More chilling than a handful 
of ice cubes down your Y-fronts!' Yes, if it’s short, sharp shocks you 
want then we've got just the ticket. Next month’s lurid lineup 
includes the second part of Alan Jones’ exhaustive career profile of 
exploitation king Pete Walker, plus a look at serial killers we have 
known and loved - from THE BOSTON STRANGER to HENRY! Then 
I there’s a jaunt through the histoiy of the best selling Pan Books of 
I Horror, interviews with Troma titan Lloyd Kaufman and delectable 
I scream queen Sybil Danning, exclusive news from the set of the 
Stephen King/George Romero DARK HALF, and with a bit of luck 
, you'll also find that long-promised photo feature on 50s monster 
movie maestro Bert I, Gordon. All that lot. plus the latest news and 
reviews of the horror scene worldwide makes THE DARK SIDE more 
fun than a night on the town with Oliie Reed (and at a mere £1.75 
it’s considerably cheaper). We're on sale at your local gruesagents 
from the 18th of April. Be there - or else we might have to come 
looking for you! 
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THt NAM£ IS DARK. 


I AM A DOCTOR THAT DOES 
NOT HAVE TO MAKE HOUSE 
CALLS - 1 LEAVE THAT TO YOU! 

SO DO YOU DARE CALL 

MY PRACTICE OF FEAR?., 

BUT TAKE HEED. MY 1 11 DO 
REALM OF CHAOS 1^1 < 

CARRIES A HORROR ml 

HEALTH WARNINGI 1 SI 

CALL SOON AS I'M |SI 

LOSING MY PATIENTS! il t 

HA! HA! HA! ilSI I 


ROCKING HORROR 
PICTURE SHOWS! 

MONSTER MUSIC VIDEOS ON MAIL ORDER 

THE GRUESOME TWOSOME ALICE COOPER BOX SET (18 cert) 
containing WELCOME TO MY NIGHTMARE (vintage 1975 concert) 
and THE NIGHTMARE RETURNS 
(from Holloween 1986) ONLY £14-95. 

TWISTED SISTER/COME OUT AND PLAY (18 cert) £9 99 
A ’video ttirillef', guest Alice Cooper on 'Be Chrool To Your Scuer 

OZZY OSBOURNE/BARK AT THE MOON £9 99 
The baf-bifer live concert! 

KISS/THE PHANTOM OF THE PARK (15 cert) £9 99 
Full length feofure film stornng the outrogeous glom rockers. 

ALL PRICES ARE INCLUSIVE OF POSTAGE AND PACKING WITHIN THE UK 


IF AN ADVERT 
IS WRONG, WHO 
PUTS IT RIGHT? 

We do. 

The .Adverlising Standards Aulhorily 
ensures adverliseinenls meet with the 
strict Code of .Advertising I’ractice. 

So if you question an advertiser, they 
have to answer to us. 

To find out more about 
the ASA. piease write to 
Advertising Standards 
\uthority. Department .X. 

Brook House. Torrington 
Place. Condon WCIP 7HN. 

This spiicr is donated In the inleresis uf hlRh standards 
In adterllsemenls. 


ASA 


Please pay by Cheque u Postal Order or imenvitlonal Money Order 
poyoble to HENDRING LIMITED ond send olong witn this odvertisement to. 
HENDRIN6 MAIL ORDER (HofTWOlleO. 29 Beethoven Street. LorWonWlOALG 
POSTAGE UK-FREE. EufO0e-£2 00 extra Outside Europe-66 OOexIro per (tern 


DAN SIMMONS 

'One of the masters of modem horror' Locus 
By the winner of the 1990 Bram Stoker Award 
and Locus Award for Best Horror novel for his 
previous triumph, Carrion Comfort 
Out now in hardback and softback HEADLINE 
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THE DfIRK SIDE 
COMPETITION 
CRYPT 

We sent Big Frankie round to visit some of our favourite video companies and he ' 
came back with a generous coffin-load of gory giveaways to keep you frantic fiends 
happy when you’re tucked up in the tomb during those horrible light evenings! Yes, 
you don’t have to be Kharis the Mummy to get wrapped up in this lot! 




Fly 


First of all why not swot up on THE FLY series, which buzzes onto sell 
kur Han in mi i TiirTuiiKi through video this month courtesy of CBS Fox. Vie're talking about the 
Ier husband had become- original 1958 classic starring Vincent Price, its 1959 sequel RETURN 
‘The ^ooid Cronenberg version of THE FLY, 


and its even grislier sequel FLY II. We’ve got 10 complete sets to give 
away, but you'll have to supply your own Vapona! 


Secondly, after reading our HALLOWEEN feature in this issue you 
will no doubt want to check out the latest instalments of this hit 
horror series. No problem, because thanks to the generous combined 
efforts of Braveworld (HALLOWEEN 4) and Capital Home Video 
(HALLOWEEN 5), ten lucky winners will be able to win their own 
copy of each. 



And last but not least those wonderful folk at Virgin Video have donated 
ten copies of STEPFATHER 2 - MAKE ROOM FOR DADDY, a worthy 
sequel featuring a superb performance by Terry O’Quinn, AND ten 
copies of Dario Argento’s macabre masterpiece TERROR AT THE 
OPERA - which is an absolute must for any horror buffs collection! 


The choice is yours as to how you enter our creepy competition. You can 
either call in on our hellish British Terrorcom hotline (0898 - 345997) 
and answer five questions about recent horror releases, in which case if 
you answer correctly your name will go forward for inclusion in the prize 
draw collection. Or you can send a ghostcard to our editorial address with 
a corny caption for the hair-raising picture below (taken from TERROR 
A T THE OPERA that will make us die laughing. Prizes will be split 50/50 
between each entry method. AH cassettes are VHS only, and as always the 
Ed’s decision is open to bribery. 


0898-345997 



*33p per minute cheap rate/44p per minute at all other times winners under 18 years 
old must produce parental consent before 
prizes are issued. 
TIC LONDON ECl 
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OLD 

BALCH MAGIC 



naked blonde sits in a haystack, 
flanked by two naked studs. In 
tasteful slow motion they rise, 
and begin a sedate ring-a-roses 
dance. Over this titillating scene 
a title appears: 

"Did I request thee. Maker, from my day 
To mould me man. did I solidt thee 
From darkness to promote me?" 

MILTON: Paradise Lost 
Good question. You may ask it yourself, 
before this film is over. But here's The 
Prologue, a cautionaiy tale in sepulchral voice- 
over by dear old Valentine Dyall. A thousand 
years ago. in a vaguely Near East setting, an 
elderly judge, believing his wife has concealed a 
lover in a lacked trunk, has it buried, 
unopened... 

Who this? A mummy, that's who. cvidenlly 
the buried lover, for the Dyall voice reverberates 
through the wrappings. How does a live lover. 


buried as is, become a fully wrapped mummy? 
Anyway, the mummy has watched the battle of 
the sexes over the centuries. “Since that first 
resounding defeat in the Garden of Eden, the 
male sex has not yet regained the Initiative." 
While he philosophises, we watch a girl strip. 
"Imagine yourself making love to this girl." 
Similar exhortations follow, with closeups of 
other girls and boys. Then, a bunch of go-go 
girls stripping. Boos. Tomatoes are flung. 
Applause. When the Saints Go Marching in on 
the soundtrack. As battle commences, off we go 
to the first of six episodes. 

An Imperious lady photographer (Dorothy 
Grumbar) is taking pictures for a history of 
torture. The young man modelling the victim is 
being given a tough time, but is more intrigued 
than resentful. After some chat about pain, the 
lady says to her assistant. “Norma, go and get 
the Spanish Horse." (My Cod - not the Spanish 
Horse!) Suspended by the wrists, the guy 


straddles a knife-edge, weights attached to his 
feet. He's getting worried. The ladies depart for 
lunch. Shots of them cutting steaks alternate 
with shots of the screaming victim. When they 
return, the photographer calmly snaps the 
mutilated corpse. 

Second story; a young scientist (Yvonne 
Quenet) has a rich elderiy businessman lover 
(Kenneth Benda). She enjoys bis financial 
support but despises his ruthlessness and it 
bitter that her own valuable work is ill-paid. He 
thinks women are merely vessels for producing 
children, but believes be is too old to have the 
son be yearns for. She imparts the good news 
about fertility tests, which he's apparently never 
heard of. and they marry. When the son is bom. 
it's a monster. The old man learns she was well 
aware she carried the defective gene 
responsible. 

The next story is a bit more cheerful. A 
young man. first seen reading Genet, collars a 
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A man in a Michael Gough mask: 


burglar, who turns out to b« a girl (Cathy 
Howard). Guess how she dissuades him from 
calling the law? Afterwards she carries on 
robbing, telling him the police won’t believe 
him. but his wife might. During their 
lovemaking. the radio dispenses a fair parody of 
a Radio 3 talk. 

Episode Pour is lighter still. Lindy Leigh, an 
unlikely secret agent (Maria Frost - yum!) is 
detailed to steal papers from a foreign military 
altachd. Before the missiot she visits the 
cinema and we see the film. Bedroom Beauties 
of 1929. Perhaps the best joke in the picture, 
this is a parody of a b & w silent, complete with 
piano accompaniment, starring Nicola Austine. 
like Frost and most of the other girls, a top 
nude model. 

At a reception Lindy seduces the attachd, 
drugs him. and crawls into the wall safe after 
the papers. He was shamming, and shuts her in 
the safe, where she meets all her predecessors - 
alive. 

A quick word from Val the .Mummy, then it's 
over to the fiat of a gaunche, would-be trendy 
young man (Elliot Stein, also one of the 
writers), who's ringing for a call girl. Strapping 
Sue Bond arrives, and all goes well despite his 
awkwardness, until he opens a bedside cabinet. 
Sue screams: it's a big lizard. She won't have it 
off in front of those beady eyes, and leaves, 
though our man keeps insisting how groovy it 
would be. Leaving, Sue passes an old lady 
caressing a lizard. 

Final story at last, folks. Genteel old lady 
Laurelle Streeter shows her new valet round the 
greenhouse with much chat about the birth and 
rebirth of the soul, illustrated by the pre-credits 
nudes. 

The old girl reveals her secret: she trapped 
the .souls of all her lovers in the flowers during 
sexual intercourse. All but one - who is of 
course the valet. ".’Misappropriation of mens’ 
souls is a very serious crime." he says severely, 
and strands her. Gardener’s Question Time 

■Mind the doors’: HORROR HOSPITAL 


was never like this. 

Here’s ol' VD again, returning us to the go- 
go girls and gunmen. 

"Opposing armies are disarmed and fall into 
an irresistible embrace." Cue for what seems 
endless softcore groping, accompanied by shots 
of exploding fireworks, that old standby of 
cinema symbolism. 

"So it goes on." intones Bandage Mao. "and 
on. ..and on. ..and on...". But luckily it doesn't, 


and we're back with the haystack trio. A spot 
more twirling, they sit down - still In slow 
motion - and that's it. 

Antony Balch was hooked on exploitation 
movies before he was ten: Mad Monster and 
Buried Alive In Brixton, DecU Bat at the 
Princess. Bumham-oo-Crouch. In 1951 he was 
taken backstage to meet Bela Lugosi, on his last 
tour here as Dracula. The adult Balch. whose 
tastes ran from Shock Corridor to Easter 
Parade, from Visconti to Jack Arnold, never 
forgot that "particular sensation in the 
intestines" when you saw something you 
weren’t supposed to. 

In the mid-I950's. working as a production 
assistant on shorts, teenage Balch made his 
first film, a thirty second TV ad for Kit-E-Kat: 
"Your cat will stay younger, live longer, on dally 
Kit-E-Kat." In 1957. while making a trailer for 
the British release of Fellini's Cabiria, he met 
the distributor and went to work for him. When 
the censor, John Trevelyan, proposed cutting 
lady mud-wrestling from a German flim. Balch 
exclaimed, "That’s the only erotic scene in the 
film, why do you want to cut that out?" 
Trevelyan told Balcb's boss, “You really roust 
tell your assistant not to come round saying 
things like in our office!" 

After a slump at the production company. 
Balch worked on subtitles in Paris where, at 
Madame Raschoo's beat hotel, he met William 
Burroughs, who was to be an inspiration and a 




collaborator. Batch's first short. Towers Open 
Fire (1963). was an 11 minute collage of 
Burroughs themes and situations. Society 
crumbles, the Stock Exchange crashes. Boai^ 
members are gunned down by commandoes 
(filmed in the BFI boardroom). Burroughs 
supplies soundtrack narration and appears as a 
junkie. Finally, there is an attack from the skies 
while business papers drift through the 
countiysidc. The censor removed merely some 
rude words: Critics tended to ignore Balch, 
treating the film as a Burroughs item, but spoke 
of "startling and witty" images. 

Also in 1963. Balch stw Freaks, and became 
a distributor in order to show it in London, 
where it had long been banned. H'hen it opened 
(with Godard's Vlvre Sa Vie.') the supporting 
short was Towers Open Fire. In his other career 
as a cinema programmer at the Times, Baker 
Street. Balch's penchant for quirky pairing 
resulted in such double bills as Bresson's 
Mouchette with Lewton's hie of the Dead. In 
1975 he look lots of stick for selling Alain 
Jessua's borderline SF Traitement de Choc as 
The Doctor in the Nude. But. he said, over ten 
thousand saw the Him. which would otherwise 
have flopped. .Moreover, on the first run he 
supplied a subtitled original print rather than 
the dubbed version which had been gathering 
dust. He was the only British distributor 
interested in Clair's last film. Les Petes 
Galantes'. "We shan't make money, but it's so 
beautifully made." Enjoying Au Hasard 
Balthazar, centred round a mistreated donkey, 
he considered calling it This Beast is not for 
Beating. "A hint of flagellation can't do any 
harm at the box-ofhee. can it?" He reissued 
Witchcraft Through the Ages, released The 
Corpse Grinders and Don 't Deliver Us From Evil. 

Meantime, his own film-making advanced 
slowly. After Towers Open Fire he made two 
more shorts with Burroughs, so "OifRcult'' that 
he cut one of them from twenty minutes to 
eleven out of consideration for the cinema staff. 
Plans fora feature version of The Naked Lunch 
came to nothing and the first feature was 
Secrets of Sex, originally to be called Eros 
Exploding. Mr Trevelyan, muttering "Nasty 
stuff!" cut nine minutes. The critics, knowing 
Balch was more than a huxter. perhaps because 
they simply liked him. were surprisingly 
friendly: “Flair, resource, and a splendid Gothic 
dottiness" {Guardian); "Strange and 
personal. ..a genuine and appealing oddity" 
I Times). The Observer thought it a bore, but 
wasn't invited to the preview. Balch evidently 
didn't waste complimentaries. 

The next and last feature was Horror 
Hospital (1973). an affectionate send-up of the 
conventional horror film. Judy (pretty Vanessa 
Shaw) and Jason (ugly Robin Asbwith) are 
trapped in the isolated health hotel of mat Dr 
Storm (.Michael Cough at his hammiest). His 
henchpersons include dwarf Frederick (Skip 
Martin, of Circus of Fear and Masque of the 
Red Death), ex-madam Olga (Ellen Pollock), 
and helmcted Cocteauesque motor-cycle thugs, 
one played by Batch himself. Shown to their 
room (interiors shot in Battersea Town Hall), 
the kids pass an open door revealing a bed 
drenched in blood.. "I hope you'll be tidier than 
the people who had THAT room." remarks Fred. 

The inmates are braln-op zombies, 
controlled from a console by the doc, whose 
face turns out to be a Michael Cough mask 
concealing House of Wax type burns. His 
motives are more reasonable than most mad 
doctors': he hopes the programmed girls will let 
him screw them, but it hasn't worked yet. A 
limo with fitted blades decapitates would-be 
escapees (".Make a clean job of it. Frederick, the 
car was washed this morning.") Olga tries to 
opt out but never gets to finish packing. 

Eventually the young folk escape, the Horror 


Hospital bums, and Storm is beheaded by his 
own Roller. Along the way we've been treated to 
violence, gore, a fight with a transvestite, ripe 
dialogue, a little sex, and "guest star" Dennis 
Price. looking bemused but so would you if 
you'd been acting in Jess Franco movies. He's a 
gay travel agent (Hairy Holidays) who fancies 
Askwith (yecch!) and is very properly beheaded. 

Again the "quality" papers were mostly kind: 
"Amusing mockery" {Sunday Telegraph); 
"Cheekily entertaining" {Guardian); “Hilarious 
extravaganza" [Sunday Times). Dissenting 
were the Sunday Express ("an obscenity"), the 
Daily Telegraph ("sad comment on the need 
for good actors to act in trash"), and the Daily 
Express ("Unhealthy horror. I've seen better 
films floating on the surface of a stagnant 
pond.") Some things never change. 

Balch was an active campaigner against 
censorship, believing sex films were mostly bad 
because censorship allowed inept film-makers 
to promise without delivering. When Straw 
Dogs was under fir.e Balch wrote, "the cinema 
is not being attacked by those concerned with 
the welfare of society, but by people who further 
their careers by making a fuss." But he was 
realist enough to draft a suggested films act to 
make censorship more rational if It had to stay. 

At a 1979 Xmas party a friend said, "Tony, 
you don't look too good - are you all right?" 
".No," replied Balch. "Didn't you know? I’m 
dying." In April 1980 be died of cancer, aged 
43. The obituaries paid little attention to his 
films, concentrating on his personal charm, 
kindness, and humour. The BF! News spoke of 
his thoughtfulness in ensuring copies of all 
films he distributed went to the collection, and 
in willing his negatives to the archive. 

Had he lived and obtained backing, what 
other nims might he have made? Art films, no 
doubt, but probably some more overripe horror 
movies too. The man loved quality pictures and. 
wanting them to be seen, employed the 
techniques of the men who marketed the 
exploitation movies be also loved. He had 
something to say as a film-maker and. at any 
rate in the features, said it in terms of 
exploitation. Films, he said, should have one 
selling point, so as not to confuse the public. 
Secrets of Sex had sex. Horror Hospital had 
horror. 

All Balch’s films were issued on video at one 
time or another. How do the features stand up 
now? Secrets of Sex (on video under the US 
title Bizarre) sends up sex and art films, horror 
to some extent, but takes care to show as much 
skin as its targets. The effective music score (in 
fact stock stuff from De Wolfe's) underlines the 



satire, sometimes heavy-handedly. The sex. 
laughably tame now, seemed strongish in 1970 
Britain, as did the horror content. The idea of 
the Spanish Horse still makes you wince and 
cross ymur legs, and the monster baby episode 
is, if not scaiy. rather distasteful. 

This brings me to a suggestion 1 wouldn’t 
want to labour, that the film's attitude to 
women is a little saddening. Look at the 
characters: a cheating wife, a sadistic murderer, 
a girl who, to spite a man. is prepared to cany 
a bear a monster, a manipulative sexual 
aggressor, a comic air-head, a call-girl, and a 
woman who stole men's souls during sex. 
However. Balch's basic good nature does come 
through, and except for one episode. Secrets is 
fun, and certainly interesting. When I saw it In 
the cinema, to my disgust the Lindy Leigh 
episode was missing, but it's on the video. If 
you're out there. Maria Frost, I still love you! 


SECRETS OF SEX. CB 1970 Prod & Din 
Antony Balch. Sen Martin Locke. John Eliot, 
Maureen Owen, Elliot Stein. Antony Balch. 
With: Kenneth Benda. Dorothy Crumbar, 
Vvonne Quenet. Cathy Howard. .Mike Briton, 
Laurelle Streeter. NicolaAustine, .Maria Frost, 
Elliot Stein. 

HORROR HOSPITAL. CB. 1973. Din 
Antony Batch. Prod: Richard Cordon. Sen 
Antony Balch. Alan Watson. With: Michael 
Cough. Robin Askwith. Vanessa Shaw, Ellen 
Pollock. Skip .Martin. Dennis Price. 


Brain transplants gone wrong: HORROR HOSPITAL 
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flRNIE 

TERMINATES HIS 
BAD GUY IMAGE! 

Reports emonoring from the set 
of rhe $60 million Corolco pro- 
duction of TERMINATOR 2: 
JUDGEMENT DAY suggest that 
fans ore in for o bit of o shock 
when they rune in to rhe further 
odvenrures of rhelr favourite kil- 
ler cyborg. Dig Arnie Sch- 
warzenegger Is bock in rhe leod 
role, bur rhis rime out he's ploy- 


HAMMER HAS 
RISEN FROM THE 
GRAVE - IN 
IOWA! 

If you're o Hommer fan (ortd you 
surely must be if you read THE 
DARK SIDE), then you'd be well 
advised to pick up o copy of 
UTTIE SHOPPE OF HORRORS, o 
wonderful Americon fanzine 
produced os o lobour of love by 
lifelong Hommer fan Richard 
Klemensen. The latest bumper 
edihon (o faa-fllled 170 pages) 
conroins a cteroiled look or rhe 
making of Hommer's ormos- 
pherlc 1963 KISS OF THE VAM- 
PIRE. os well os such esoteric 
rreors os RondoU Larsen's in- 
depth exominotion of Hammer 
music scores, o survey of unfil- 
med Hommer projecrs, and in- 
terviews wirh rhe likes of Andree 
Melly (George's sisret), John Cor- 
son, Thorley Wolrers. Undo Ho- 
yden and Jenny Honley. The 
conrents page states that LSOH is 
not on ourhorised publicotlon of 
Hommer Film Productions, but ir 
certoinly should be because I 
con't imagine onyone ever 
doing o belter Job. 

Issue 12 should be our lorer 
rhis yeor ond will include o trib- 
ute to the lore Sir Jomes Correros 
ond a series of interviews with 
Hommer's glamorous leoding 
lodies. You should be able ro 
pick up o copy from ony special- 
ist scl-fi/horror bookshop, or olter- 
norively write to Dick or P.O. Oox 
3107, Des Moines, lowo 50316, 
U.S.A. 


ing the good guyl 

The first TERMINATOR movie 
ser Arnie on rhe porh ro srordom, 
bur nowadays rhe big man 
doesn't want to rornish his heroic 
imoge, even though rhe poy 
cheque on offer Isn't too shabby 
by anyone's srondords (Corolco 
anted up o 'slightly used' 
Gulfsrreom G-lll luxury oirplone 
valued or some $14 million!). 
The originol TERMINATOR was o 
huge boxoffice hit, earning $16 
million profit on o retorively smoll 
($6 million) investment. The 


anricipored sequel has taken 
seven years ro morenolise, dur- 
ing which time writer/director 
James Comeron hos given us 
ALIENS ond THE ABYSS, and Arnie 
has become a true megosror in 
a string of boxoffice hits ronging 
from COMMANDO ro TOTAL 
RECALL. In rhis one Arnie ploys o 
'good' Terminoror who helps 
protect Soroh Connor (Undo 
Homilton) ond her 12-yeor-old 
son from rhe deodly Key 1000, 
on ultro-sophlsricoted robot 
ployed by Robert Porrick (sror of 


rhe low-budget TERMINATOR rip- 
off, FUTURE HUNTER). A vost vis- 
uol effects ond mokeup crew 
supervised by Stan Winston (who 
created Schworzenegger's 
mokeup on rhe originol) ond 
Gene Warren will create rhe 
film's ombitlous fururlsric setting 
of Los Angeles 2029, where a 
fierce wor of mon ogoinsr mo- 
chines srill roges. The film opens 
on July 4rh in Americo, and in 
the UK shortly afterwords. See 
you in rhe queue.., 





IS THERE A 
DOaOR IN THE 
HEARSE? 

The unsroppoble Lorry (MANIAC 
COP) Cohen is bock in rown wirh 
on imoginonve new horror flick 
called THE AMDULANCE. To be 
released shortly by Enterroin- 
ment In Video, it exploits our 
basic feor of the medicol profes- 
sion In a unique foshion wirh o 
terrfying role of on ombulonce 
rhor picks up people for o more 
sinister purpose than jusr raking 
them ro hospirol, Cohen soys he 
gor the inspiration for the film 
when he suffered o bod orrock 
of indigestion ond was rushed ro 
on emergency word; 'You're 
never more helpless than when 
you're stropped down in one of 
those stretchers. You don't know 
whot they're srld^ing into your 


arm or whot they're doing ro 
you...' The film reils of o comic 
book illusrrotor(Etlc Roberts) who 
spots the girl of his dreoms (Jon- 
ine Turner) only to hove her 
whisked owoy from under his 
nose by o mysterious ambu- 
lance. When Roberts is unable to 
locore her or any hospital, he 
begins on Invesrigotion rhot 
leods ro o whole hosr of sinister 
disoppeoronces and olso purs his 
own life in donger. Explains 
Cohen; 'It's nor o picture obout 
on ombulonce rhot drives 
around by itself like THE CAR or 
CHRISTINE. It's more of o Hitch- 
cock film. It's 0 comedy with sus- 
pense. It's like Kofko - every- 
body seems to be port of o 
conspiracy.' In other words, jusr 
becouse you're poronoid ir 
doesn't meon they oren'r out to 
get you! 



MORE FROM THE 
MAINE MAN! 

Fed up wirh Stephen King mov- 
ies olreody? Well you oin'r seen 
flOlWngiyet. While we wait for 
(the most I'lierote ond 
efijoyoble odoprorion of o King 
tfOjy to dote), GRAVEYARD SHIFT 
{fOuHne monster stuff) ond THE 
DARK HALF (on unknown quon- 
«fcy), Womer get in first by releos- 
ing the four-hour Steph^ King 
mini nattes. rr on video. Directed 
by Tommy Lee Wolloce (of HAL- 


LOWEEN III fame), this lovish bur 
overlong odopiorlon of King's 
19S6 novel tells the story of 
seven friends who sroge o reun- 
ion 30 yeors ofter o fateful child- 
hood encounter with on evil 
force that oppeors ro them os o 
circus clown. It hos some chilling 
mormenrs but rurts our of steam 
or the end. The cost Includes 
Richard Thonnos (John 3oy of THE 
WALTONS). John Ritter ond An- 
nette O'Toole, ond we'll be re- 
viewing It in next month's issue. 


THE SOUND OF 
SILENCE 

Ler's hear ir for one of the most 
eagerly owoited thriller flicks of 
recenr years; THE SILENCE OF THE 
LAMBS. Jonathon Demme's by- 
oll-occounts-splendid movie 
odoprorion of the Ihomos Harris 
bestseller. Jodie Foster stors os an 
FBI agent-ln-troining who rather 
foolishly enlists rhe help of rhe 


brllliont. emgmotic sicko Honni- 
bol "The ConniboT Leaer (An- 
thony Hopkins) to help her ger 
Inside rhe mind of rhe seriol killer 
she Is tracking down. A sequel of 
sorts ro Michael AAonn's brilliont 
MANHUNTER, if it's one tenth os 
good os the novel then this is 
going ro be one helluvo scory 
movie - and those who hove 
seen it insist thor it is! Mint souce 
anybody? 


WYRD SISTERS 
LIVE ON STAOE! 

Fons of rhe weird, wonderful ond 
very amusing 'Discworld' novels 
of Terry Prarchert will be de- 
lighted to discover that one of 
rhe series, WYRD SISTERS is ro be 
presented on stage by speciol 
permission of Terry Protchett 
himself. The Oxford Studio The- 
otre Oub will be stoging the play 


on the 1 5th to rhe 1 6rh of Moy 
at the picturesque Unicorn The- 
otre In Abingdon. The chorocrers 
you'll find in this ombitious pro- 
dualon include o trio of witches, 
ond ossorred dworb. demons, 
torturers, ghosts ond bandits. It is 
hoped rhot Ptorchett himself will 
attend the first night, ond if you 
wont to be there too then you'd 
better ger your shores on ond 
coll 0S65 69625. 


CELLULOID 

SNIPPETS 

There ore plenty of Intriguing 
genre movies coming our way In 
1991. kicking off wirh Woody 
Allen's ALICE, o rare excursion 
into dork fanrosy by the neurotic 
comedy genius (octuolly. per- 
hops It's not so rare when you 
consider rhot Woody hos olso 
given us SLEEPER, THE PURPLE 
ROSE OF CAIRO ond ZELIG). 
Anyway, this one Involves o 
tronsporenr ghost, on Invisibility 
potion ond o Kene where two 
of the chorocrers fly round Mon- 
hotton, Alec Doldwin ond Wil- 
liom Hurt star alongside Alien 
regular Mio Forrow and rhe film 
is currently scheduled to open m 
the UK In June. Also in the fan- 
tosy mould; rhe big budget 
RODIN HOOD; PRINCE OF 
THIEVES, is opparenriy quite o 
departure from the Rlchord 
Greene series some of us oldsters 
remember with greot fondness. 
Advance reports suggest It's 
chock-full of special effects ond 
ploys like o Stor Wors epic. Kevin 
Costner srors in rhot one, while 
rhe less ombirlous ADVENTURES 
OF RODIN HOOD feotures 


MOUNTAINS OF THE MOON sror 
Pornck Dergin os rhe hooded 
mon This one will be shown 
rheorricolly over here but go 
straight ro TV in rhe Stores. Also 
upcoming. ALIEN III (or lost!), 
direaed by Dovid Fincher and 
feoturing o bold-heoded 
Sigourney Weover DEAD AGAIN 
(Kenneth Otonogh in o self-di- 
rected macabre private eye 
story); THE FISHER KING (Terry 
Gilliom strikes ogoin with a 
medievol fontosy role storting 
Jeff Ondges ond Robin Willioms - 
MUNCHAUSEN 2?); POINT DREAK 
(Pornck Swoyze ond Gory Dusey 
sror os FDI agents in o tense 
thnller directed by NEAR DARK'S 
Kothryn Oigelow); PREDATOR 2 
(b Danny Glover o suitable re- 
plocement tor Dig Arnie?); TEEN- 
AGE MUTANT NINJA TURTLES II 
(More pizzo-scoffirtg moyhem os 
rhe runed-in terropms roke on 
New York s nororlous 'Foor' 
gong); VALKENVANIA (Don 
Aykroyd directs Chevy Chose ond 
Demi Moore in o surteol comedy 
obout 0 yuppie couple who get 
rropped in o nightmare world); 
ond A NIGHTMARE ON ELM 
STREET 6 - with Roseonne Dart 
ond Johnny Depp! 







Heh! Heh! Heh! flre you sitting comfortably, kiddies? Then let 
flllan Bryce be your guide in o tribute to the fabulous E.C.. 
horror comics of the fearful 50s... 


The story goes that in 19M, E.C. comic book publisher 
William M. Gaines was called before a Senate Sub- 
committee where an irate politician held up the current 
edition of Gaines' bestselling S//0C>fS4S/>£ASro/?/£S 
and said, 'This seems to be a man with a bloody axe 
holding a woman's head up, which has been severed 
from her body. Do you think that's in good taste?' 

'Yes sir,' answered Gaines, 'I do, for the cover of a 
horror comic, A cover in bad taste might be defined as 
holding the head a little higher so that the blood could 
be seen dripping from it.' 

A .Sew 'Trend In Comic Books' was the way Gaines' 
Entertaining Comics described themselves during their 
brief but memorable 50s heyday. Ironically, E.C. had 
previously stood for 'Educational Comics,' and 
published titles like PICTURE STORIES FROM THE 
BIBLE. But when Max Gaines was killed in a motorboat 
accident in 1947, his son William inherited the company 
and took it into an altogether more commercial area 
with hard-hitting crime and war comics. 

In December of 1949 the horror began. It started 
when writer and artist Al Feldstein sent in a Kript 
entitled THE CRYPT OF TERROR, a terrifying tale told 
by a rotting cadaver known as 'The Crypt Keeper.' the 
same month, a companion title called THE VAULT OF 
HORROR introduced 'The Vault Keeper.' The 
enthusiastic response from readers encouraged 
Feldstein and Caines to immediately launch a further 
title called THE HAUNT OF FEAR, this one hosted by a 
cackling crone known as 'The Old Witch.' 

While other comic book companies expounded the 
triumph of good over evil. EC travelled a reverse route 
down a darker road where unimaginable terrors lurked 
in almost every frame of the ruled panel borders, and 
there was ne\tr any redemption in the (usually brutally 
ironicl climax. Inevitably, the worst would always be 
saved for that final blood-soaked image: 'His eyes were 
tom out... and in their place were...' The next morning 
they found what was left of Chief Miller. His arms and 
legs had been severed from his body and his torso nearly 
split m two.' 'What was once Sidney was now no more 
than a confused reorganisations of Sidney's 
dismembered body... The upside-down head hanging 
from the left hip, sobbing... The left leg sewn to the left 
shoulder...' 


Nobody could realise the twisted dementia of EC's 
world more accurately than Graham Ingels, an artist 
who signed his name as 'Ghastly' (the nickname given 




him on the letters pages by 
appreciative readers). Ingels 
drawings of The Old Witch' were 
classics of the macabre, 
unequalled In horror comicdom. 

But after the fall of EC he was to 
vanish as mysteriously as he had 
appeared on the scene in the 
first place. Above the signature 
of his story for the very last 
issue of HAUNT OF FEAR is the 
word. 'Farewell.' And farewell it 
was. because Ingels was never 
to be heard from again... 

Of course children were 
the traditional target audience 
of the comic-book trade, and 
it was this that was to 
eventually cause E.C,'s 
downfall. As Gaines and his 
ever-increasing army of 
bloodthirsty illustrators 
strove to reach new peaks of 
grotesque gore, the 
rumblings of discontented 
parents could soon be 
heard not only throughout 
the USA. but in England as 
well. The story, 'Foul Play' 
was brought to the 
attention of the UK 
parliament when an irate 
.MP stood up in the 
House waving a copy of 
THE HAUNT OF FEAR 
and describing Its 
'despicable' plot about a 
baseball team who take 
revenge on a cheating 
player by 

dismembering him 
and using 'his long 

of pulpy intestines to 
mark the base lines,,, 

Gaines was forced to 
submit to censorship only once, in 1953, when the 
cover of the August edition of VAULT OF HORROR had 
a meat-cleaver removed from a walking corpse's head. 
But a year later he was up in front of the Senate, and the 
writing was on the wall with the proposed formation of 
a Comics Code to stamp out the ‘more controversial 
elements' that had been creeping into the field. It was a 
case of E.C, come - E.C, Go! 

Gaines began to editorialise that this was all a dirty 
Communist plot. But he knew that he was beaten, and 
in October of 1954 all five of his successful horror titles 
(TALES FROM THE CRYPT, VAULT OF HORROR, 
HAUNT OF FEAR, SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES and 
CRIME SUSPENSTORIESI carried an IN MEMORIAM 
column in which the publisher lamented: ‘You may 
never read this magazine. For that matter, this 
magazine may never be printed. If it IS printed, it may 
never be distributed. If it IS distributed, it may be kept 


in a bundle behind the counter and never see the light 
of day. Naturally with comic magazine censorship now 
a fact, we at E.C. took foivard to an Immediate drop in 
the crime and juvenile delinquency rate of the United 
Slates...' 

This of course did not happen. But neither did the 
E.C. horror comics fade into obscurity. The English 
company, Amicus Films, made two successful movies 
from them TALES FROM THE CRYPT and VAULT OF 
HORROR) in the early 70s. and a new. big-budgel 
American television series of TALES FROM THE CRMT 
is on its way to haunt us anew with stories of grisly 
Santas who carry bits of their chopped-up victims m 
their Christmas sacks. All, of course. In the best possible 
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cnmpuTER 

SLflYGROtJND 

What's new on the computer screen scene? David Shrew grabs his joystick and investi- 
gates the iatest in 16 -bit screamers... 



The name’s Hunter, Wlltlom ’Dlade’ 
Hunter. He's on ex-<op, port-time P.l. 
ond full-time cynic. His deoi Is Los 
Angeles In the yeor 2053. It's o rough 
town. Crime Is so romponr that you 
need to wear a bulleiptoof vest Just 
to pkk your milk up from rhe door- 
step! The only people moking o good 
living ore drug deolers and bent 
government offidols. Out things ore 
obout to change, becouse the 
mayor’s daughter has OD’d ond 
Hunter has been called In to track 
dovm those responsible before rhe 
smelly brown stuff reolly hits rhe ton... 

That’s the scenario of RISE OF THE 
DRAGON, on Intriguing new role 
ploying adventure from Slerro which 
ollows you ro play private eye 
through a clever series of multiple- 
choice screen selealons, You prog- 
ress through the mouse-controlled 
gome by clicking on vorious onscreen 
icons, and whether you get any- 
where or nor Is down ro your skill or 
quesrlonlng witnesses and following 
up on Virol clues. In o novel twisr. It's 
olso up to you whether you choose 
to ploy Hunter as a Dirty Harry type 
tough guy. o sleozy lowlife, or o 
eleon-eur officer of the low. The 
graphics ore superb, done In o 50s 
pulp style, and even rhe uninitiated 
Nvill get 0 foir bir of ploy out of the 
gome becouse It's nor rhe sotr of 
thing where you can occldeniolly 
wipe out the rttoln choroner with one 
foolish move. You also get o couple 
of decent arcade-style action se- 
quences whidt allow you to take on 
the bod guys in mottol combat at the 
end. The one drowbock is thol K's not 


0 porriculorly complex gome to mos- 
ler, and once you’ve crocked the 
case (olthough there ore one or two 
olternarlve solutions) the Interest 
drops off pterry quickly. SrIII. at 
E24.99 (plus expenses?) It should 
keep mystery fans hoppy for quite o 
few hours. Let’s be generous and 
give It eight our of ren. 

Next we blosi off Into the for 
reaches of outerspoce with Hewson’s 
ZARATHRU5TA. This puts you In the 
bucket seor of o tiny spacecraft on a 
mission to locate and collect some 
tore ctysrols on the surfoce of o 
number of heavily defended plan- 
ets. Using o limited Supply of fuel, 
you hove ro battle your woy through 
vorious perils and negotiate twisty 
underground covems In order to com- 
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plete your mission successfully. Along 
the way you can pick up a vast 
number of bonus points by raking out 
the plortet’s nucleor reactor and caus- 
ing rhe whole shebong ro self-de- 
struct - Just moke sure you leave 
yourself enough rime ro get our be- 
fore the screen falls to pieces round 
your eorsl This is o very simple space- 
bound shoot-em-up. with some fairly 
Interesting plonetoty landscopes that 
ronge from dense Jungle oreos ro Icy 
wastes. As I menrloned before, your 
fuel Is limited, so o certain amount of 
thought must be put Into wherher you 
should stoy ond ftghr or just gtab the 
crystols ond tun. Ir's good fun once 
you’ve mostered the ship controls, but 
too simple In concept ond execution 
to stay at the rop of your ploying list 
for more ritan a week or rwo. It’s 
currently only ovolloble on the Amiga 
formot, ond gets o six out of ren - 
beom me up Scotty... 

Computet game graphics have 
progressed o fair old woy from those 
old tennis games I used ro ploy in my 
yourhl If ony proof were needed, 
roke o look ot WRATH OF THE DEMON 
from Abstrox. This corker of o sword 
ond sorcery yam feotures over 600 
screens of amazing action ond brings 
you Into conflict with no less than 1 20 
different monsters! Okoy, so the plot 
Is rhe usual nonsense about a warrior 
sent to sloy o demon threotenlng rhe 
king's reolm. Out rhot con be over- 
looked becouse rhe gome is so richly 
otmospheric. composed as It is of a 
series of gorgeous Dlsney-esque 
scenes, each of vrhlch require you to 
fulfil some heroic tosk. These usuolly 


Involve hocking awoy at some huge 
monster (the hiloriously goggle-eyed 
drogon Is a parrlculor tteoi) and 
scooping up magic porions that make 
you Inviuneroble for three seconds. 
No deep thinking is necessoty here, 
and though sorrte of rhe gomeploy is 
repetitive, it's enough of a corioony 
treat to appeal to oil fans of fun ar- 
cade octton. A big nine out of ten. 
Set oside quite o few hours for this 
one -you’H woni to keep going bock 
for more. 






CANOI I 


Looking for o 9ood 
tktC/ bis 







H e jets around the world in his 
own private plane, buying and 
selling property in the glitterati 
playgrounds of the rich and 
famous. He's a multi-millionaire with the 
Midas touch when it comes to real estate 
wheeling and dealing. He's never seen in 
anything les.s than Armani or without a 
Page 3 pin-up on his arm - dates he terms 
•Rent-a-Scrubber'. He's Playboy Pete 
Walker who. for a brief shining moment in 
the Seventies, directed a number of 
controversial 'Terror' films, each with a 
morally obscene slant, and was dubbed the 
saviour of British horror for his twisted 
insolence. 

Over the years I've written a lot about 
Pete Walker's illustrious, if slapdash 
career. 1 thought the chapter had been 
well and truly closed. But with rumours 
circulating that he's about to make his oft- 
delayed comeback, and with a fresh insight 
on his unicjue body of work supplied by his 
longtime scriptwriter, journalist David 
McGillivray. 1 figured it was an appropriate 
time for a retrospective, with a new 
perspective, on a favourite cult director of 


EPRLY BEGinNINGS 

The sun of Syd Walker, the popular comic 
monuloguist of radio's ‘Band Wagon', 

Peter left Brighton for London in the 
Fifties hoping to follow in his father's 
footsteps. His first major appearance as a 
stand-up comedian was. according to 
McCillivray, 'Probably at Collins' music- 
hall in Islington. For as long as I've known 
him he's insisted that it was a Wednesday 
night, second house, before he got his 
First laugh". 

Continuing to tread the boards with a 
distinct lack of success. Walker moved into showbusiness. Then he became heavily 

repertory, then played bit parts in films involved in the production of 'glamour' 


although his only confirmed cameo is in 
Michael W’inner's 1962 short BEHAVE 
YOCRSELF. "J was terrible, a dreadful 
actor" says Walker about his early days in 


films - nudie-cutie home movies readily 


terrible, all shot within half an hour" he 
says, and although he arrived late on the 
softcore porn scene. (Harrison Marks had 


available in every newsagents during the preceded him by four years), he made 
mid-Sixties. Walker made over four enough money to Finance his first feature 
hundred titles for the Heritage range. "All length movie. 





VIOLENCE AND 
ANTISEPTIC SEX 


probably the best British sex film ever 
made". 

Walker had been asked to consider a 1 % 
page rough synopsis by scriptwriter 
Murray Smith based on a story he’d read 
in the previous Sunday's ‘News of the 
World'. McGillivray continued. "It 
concerned two teenagers who had gone 
astray after being attracted to the bright 
lights of the big city: the girl had become 
a prostitute and the boy was arrested for 
living off her immoral earnings. Sensibly 
scripted by Smith. efficiently 
photographed by Peter Jessop. (who went 
on to become sexploitation's most sought- 
after cameraman), and generally well- 
performed. although Robin Askwith 
overacts, CAROL is a self-aware sex- 
comedy, slick and witty. It can now be 
seen as a true reflection of the change in 
moral standards at the turn of the 
Seventies although it was despised by 
contemporary critics". 


limits and. although many critics won't 
agree with me. I think I've always been on 
the side of good taste". For these reasons 
Walker looked around for a new genre to 
mine and settled on a borderline suspense 
thriller again written by Smith. And 
without anyone fully understanding the 
future implications. DIE SCREAMING 
MARIANNE (1971) set Walker on the 
terror-filled course he was to become 
synonymous with. 


I LIKE BIRDS (1966). (titled FOR MEN 
ONLV Stateside with extra scenes added), 
was shot in six days, cost C6.740, and was 
a seedy comedy about the head of an East 
Grinstead puritan group leading a double 
life as a sex magazine editor. Then came 
the crude gangster melodrama STRIP 
POKER/THE BIG SWITCH (1967), 
written between seven o'clock one night 
and two the following morning. Next was 
SCHOOL FOR SE.K (1968) which 
McGillivray called. "A humourless comedy 
about a divorcee teaching girls to swindle 
rich men in return for 10% of their 
takings. It led me to write. 'It's hard to see 
how anybody in their right minds could let 
Walker anywhere near a camera'". Rut it 
became one of Walker's biggest 
international success and McGillivray was 
soon forced to eat his own words in a 
spectacular fashion. .MAN OF VIOLENCE 
(1969) followed and was in Walker's 
opinion. "A glossy Hollywood thriller 
made for 2'kp with the necessary 
ingredients - Luan Peters' 42" bust and a 
bit of blood". 


THE NEW BRITISH 
HITCHCOCK? 

Shot on location in Portugal's Algarve, 
where Walker owned a luxurious villa. DIE 
SCREAMING .MARIANNE starred Susan 
Geoi^e and Barry ('Mind Your Language’) 
Evans. It concerned the efforts of 
.Marriane’s father, "The Judge', to extract 
from his daughter the number of his late 
wife's Swiss bank account. Not only does 
it contain £700,000 but also damning 
evidence of his corrupt practices while in 
office. Virtually everyone dies, either by 
method or accident, yet what can be 


“I’m actually quite 
conservative really 
I’ve always believed in 
antiseptic sex. I hate 
tits. ..horrible things.”] 


“In retrospect I think 
CAROL is probably the 
best British sex film ever 
made.” 


COOL IT CAROL was 
perhaps the pinnacle 
reached by the British sex 
film industry. This cheap and 
very lucrative field then started 
moving towards the hardcore 
porn areas in America and 
everyone had to follow suit to 
ensure their investment 
would see a healthy return. 
■'And I just wasn't 
kin teres ted", complained 
A Walker. “I'm actually quite 
Hconservative really. I've 
H always believed in 
Hantiseptic sex. I hate 
H tits. ..horrible things. I 
[& do believe in censorship 
*1 as I think movies can 

V deprave and corrupt. It's 

V V all a question of taste. I 
^^khave stretched 
^^^^censorship to 


Then came the turning point in 
Walker's seemingly pedestrian career. The 
year was 1971 and 
.McCillivTay was the 
assistant editor of ^ 
the f 

Film 

Bulletin'. He 
was 

describing 

flick COOL ^ 

IT CAROL ji^ ■ 


‘beguilingly 

good- 

humoured'. 

But when I 
saw the picture 
myself I found 
to my 

astonishment i 
he was right. J 
In retrospects 
I think m 
CAROL is M 


'"istan Rog 
Soye 
■^'an Curtis 


Leena 

Skoog 




fiAV BROOKS 


JEmYHANLEY LU/ 
PATRICK BARR 

•e ntm 

f 


perceived through the incomprehensible 
plot are the recurring themes that would 
crop up in Walker's later classics: the 
death of the personable hero, the predatory 
half-sister, the weak male as opposed to 
the more obviously dominant female sex. 
Although only vaguely tense and ominous, 
DIE SCREA-'IINC MARIANNE confirmed 
Walker's potential as a low-budget stylist. 
It's undisputed set piece has Evans 


trapped in a seedy Soho apartment not 
realising the two policemen questioning 
him are really villains in disguise. This 
sequence is very Hitchcockian in execution 
but as Walker, who is a great Hitch 
admirer and would later be dubbed “The 
new British Hitchcock" by the press, said. 
“We are only doing what the master did 20 



Sheila Keith and Penny Irving in scenes from Walker"s HOUSE OF WHIPCORD 
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years ago. It isn't just Brian De Palma 
who's guilty - we all are!" 

e GIRL IN YOUR LAP 

It was at this time that .McGillivray and 
Walker met through a mutual friend. 
British sexploiter Ray Selfe had asked 
.McGillivray to rewrite a feature he was 
producing - ALBERT'S FOLLIES, 
renamed WHITE CARGO, starring David 
Jason - and they were finally introduced. 
Invited to watch DIE SCREAMING 
MARIANNE being filmed. .McCillivray 
asked Walker if he would consent to a 
lengthy interview for an in-depth career 
feature. That subsequent article was to 
appear three years later in ‘Films and 
Filming' magazine just after his first 
screenplay for Walker, HOUSE OF 
WHIPCORD, had opened in London. But 
their partnership was still in the future 
when Walker went back to his rude roots 
in 1972 to direct THE FOUR 
DIMENSIONS OF GRETA. Walker had 
found a camera mouldering away in the 
comer of an old studio and was delighted 
to discover it could be used in the anaglyph 
process of .3-D filming where audiences 
wore cardboard glasses with red and green 
plastic lenses to enjoy the stereoscopic 
effects. Leena Skoog played the missing 
permissive German au pair whose kinky 
degradation in the fleshpots of backstreet 
London is revealed via four 3-D 
flashbacks. 

“At the height of the 
mayhem in GRETA. 

Walker had the hero 
exclaim, ‘This is just like a 
very cheap British sex 
film!” 

Hyped with the tag fine ‘A girl in your 
lap', although .McCillivray is certain 
Walker originally tried pushing 'A boob in 
your lap' through the advertising approval 
committee, the blurred peep show's 
attempts to project Skoog's endowments 
over heads of the dirty raincoat brigade 
proved a huge, and surprising, box-office 
winner. So much so that Walker used the 
gimmick again for the climax of THE 
FLESH AND BLOOD SHOW (1972) 
scripted by Alfred Shaughnessy. 

One black and while flashback 
explained who. or what, was murdering 
the out of work actors assembled together 
in an Old Dark seaside pier theatre. MTial 
blood there was in the Agatha Christie 
inspired plot was dissipated by the 
obligatory flesh content and some 
appalling continuity. But as unfulfilled as 
Walker's old-fashioned whodunnit is. one 
can now see THE FLESH AND BLOOD 
SHOW as the logical step toward the grand 
guignol efforts waiting in the wings. 
.McCillivray commented. “Walker's 
increasingly tongue-in-cheek intensity set 
both movies apart from run-of-the-mili 
sexploitation. Both plots are ludicrous hut 
knowingly camped up. At the height of the 
mayhem in GRETA. Walker had the hero 
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asylum for (he prison interiors. It tells of 
how nude model Anne-Marie. (Penny ‘Are 
You Being Served' Irving), becomes 
imprisoned in an unofficial correction 
centre manically run by the insane Mrs 
Wokehurst using her blind husband, a 
retired Justice of the Peace, as a pawn to 
ensure that all the kidnapped inmates are 
eventually condemned to death. Bach 
loose-moraled victim faces solitary 
confinement, followed by ritual flogging, 
then inescapable death by hanging. The 
nail-biting tension mounts due to Walker's 
cleverly disguised trick beginning and the 
horror comes, not from the more explicit 
corrective scenes, but from our 
sympathies with Irving, and the fact that 
anybody could get hopelessly caught up in 
such a tangibly real situation beyond their 
control. 

HOUSE OF WHIPCORD was the movie 
in which Walker’s discovery, actress Sheila 
Keith, made her shattering debut as 


“Peter’s one man band 
operation gave each movie 
a lovely atmosphere. He 
felt his work was only a 
success of people left the 
cinema halfway through 
clutching their stomachs.” 


warden Walker, the epitome of perverted 
evil. McGillivray added, “Sheila's character 
name wasn't a Jokey comment at Walker's 
expense as far as I know. That was her 
name in Shaugnessy's original treatment. 
Peter never did have a sense of humour 
about himself so it was probably just an 
accident. But then Patrick Barr's judge 
was named Bailey, as in ‘Old’, so I can't be 
sure...”. 

Walker said, “I knew Sheila's work and 
asked her if she'd be interested in the part. 
It was as simple as that. I had no idea she 
would have such an impact because she 
never needed much direction from me". 
Keith's TV sitcom background gave no 
early indication she would for a short while 
become the most detested villainess in 
British horror history. From 'The Liver 
Birds' to her most recent appearance in 
VENUS PETER, the four movies she made 
for Walker stand out as aberrations and 
very strange career choices for the actress. 
She said at the time. “I'd never done 
anything like play this frightening prison 
wardeness creature before. But I thought 
I'd have a crack at it. Every part was a 
different challenge but Peter's one man 
band operation gave each movie a lovely 
atmosphere. He felt his work was only a 
success of people left the cinema halfway 
through clutching their stomachs”. 
Walker himself remarked, “I have good 
story concepts and WHIPCORD was my 
best. Modem Gothic stories are what I 
prefer as there is more horror to be had 
out of people's minds. Normal people who 
behave abnormally is the common 
denominator in all my films”. 


Susan George and Barry Evans in DIE SCREAMING MARIANNE 


exclaim. ‘This is just like a very cheap 
British sex fllm!' Such fun at the expense 
of the earnest British punter was not 
common in 1972". 


RITUAL FLOGQING IN 
THE FOREST OF DEAN 

Walker then tried a more sophisticated 
approach to sex comedy with TIFFANY 
JONES (1973). an adaptation of the 
famous newspaper comic strip. But the 
leaden script doomed the movie to second 
feature playoff and Walker realised he 
would have to change tack completely if he 
was to survive in the faltering and rapidly 
evolving British film industry. The result 
of his new thinking and altered direction 
was the sado-masochistic suspense 
masterpiece HOUSE OF WHIPCORD 
(1974). 

McGillivray explained WHIPCORD's 
genesis: "Walker took the Roger Corman 
approach visualising the poster campaign 


flrst, (a through the noose shot of a 
screaming girl), then filched the 
construction of PSYCHO, (killing off the 
heroine when audiences least expected it), 
and commissioned ten pages of dialogue 
from Alfred Shaugnessy. "He wasn’t 
happy with the treatment though and 
asked if I would like to script it - with the 
accent on fast. I was paid £200! But in all 
honesty, I was so excited. I would have 
paid him for the chance! I contributed 
nothing to the storyline whatsoever, wrote 
it in two weeks, and by sheer accident it 
turned out superbly. I say accident because 
there was no reason why it should have 
worked as well as it did. It was my big 
break, the first horror movie I'd ever 
written, it was Walker's first pure horror 
fllm. and he used all mainly untried actors. 
It’s the only Walker movie I wrote 1 can 
still watch without embarrassment”. 

McGillivray played a photographer in 
HOUSE OF WHIPCORD which cost 
£60,000 to make and was shot in three 
weeks using exteriors in the Forest of 
Dean and a disused South London lunatic 


m MUSWELL HILL 

'What tarns a normal parson into a moss mardor?' That's last ona of the 
qaostions posed by Fhiono Louise in her debut feature THE COLO LIGHT OF DflY. 
flllun Bryce interviews a talented young filmmaker with a fascination for the dork 
side of the human psyche... 


I n 1983, the drains overflowed 
outside the North London home of 
social worker Dennis Nilsen. The 
plumber called in to unblock them 
made a grisly discovery: they were 
stuffed with shredded human flesh from 
bits of dismembered human bodies that 
had been flushed down the toilet inside 
the house. Within hours, the mild* 
mannered Nilsen had confessed to the 
wilful murder of Rfteen young men, and 
ensured himself a life sentence - and a 
place in the record books as the foremost 
mass murderer in British history... 

Now Nilsen's macabre story has been 
brought to the screen in a powerful and 
disturbing movie called THE COLD 
LIGHT OF DAY. which marks the 
impressive directorial debut of 22 year-old 
painter and actress Fhiona Louise. The 


Fhiona Louise 



film lives up to its title by being a chilling 
affair indeed. It opens at dawn in a dingy 
London flat with Nilsen (played by Bob 
Flag) taking off his tie to strangle one of 
the city's misBts. who he has lured home 
with the promise of a hot meal and a bed 
for the night. As the improvised narrative 
progresses, his shabby apartment becomes 
ever more littered with dismembered 
bodies. But Louise makes no moral 
judgements. The pickups, strangulations, 
mutilation and necrophilia are shown with 
a dispassionate air. and we end up feeling 
strangely sorry for Nilsen, a lonely man 
who is a prisoner of bis own twisted 
desires. 

We're sitting in the Wardour Street 
offices of the film's distributors. River 
First Productions. Fhiona is stylishly 
dressed in a man's business suit that 
serves to accentuate her feminine appeal. 
Her Bnely drawn features and model-girl 
figure would seem on the surface to be 
better suited to a position in front of the 
camera than behind it. But THE COLD 
LIGHT OF DAY proves she is deRnitely 
far more than just a pretty face. 

My Hrst question is predictable: What's 
a pretty young blonde doing getting 
involved with a project like this? ‘Because 
I'm rather fascinated with murder.' she 
answers apologetically. ‘Isn't everybody?' 
Fhiona was just 16 when the papers first 
carried the grisly details of the Nilsen case. 
‘A close friend of mine knew one of the 
victims very well.' she says. ‘This guy was 
a hopeless drug addict. My friend had 
taken him off the streets, but he wasn't 
trained as a social worker and couldn't 
cope with someone who was on hard 
drugs. So basically he had to let him go. 
Then, a year or more later he learned that 
the boy had been murdered by Dennis 
Nilsen. He just went to pieces, and it was 
getting him to face up to things that led to 
my fascination with the case.’ 

At some point she sat down and wrote 
a 14-page script synopsis, which she 
showed to Richard Driscoll, an 
enterprising young producer who was 
auditioning for an acting job. He was 





Bob Flag as Nilsen 

impressed enough to raise the finance and 
within a short while the film was in 
production. ‘I was very lucky,’ she says 
with commendable understatement. 'I 
don't think anybody else would have let 
me make the Film as it is. because it’s 
definitely not a commercial project.' 

Brought up in Berkshire, Fhiona began 
auditioning for acting parts as a teenager, 
and at 17 went to the famous Strasbourg 
School in France, which she says was ‘full 
of rich kids who didn’t really want to act at 
all.' Returning to England she nabbed a 
small role in a short film called 
SLEEPWALKER. On balance she admits. 
‘1 would much rather be a director than an 
actress, mainly because you have so much 
control. Besides. The way I look 1 have to 
be very careful choosing acting roles. I'm 
certanly not interested in playing dumb 
blondes' (What she is interested in is 
changing peoples’s perceptions of Dennis 
Nilson's crimes.) 'I’m not a political 
person,' she says earnestly, ‘but I got so 




The Cold Light of Day - Nilsen claims another victim. 



angry with the way the Nilsen story was 
handled in the press. All the lessons that 
could have been learned from it just didn’t 
seem to be. That was proved to me when 
we were nimking on the South Bank. The 
amount of homeless there was just 
incredible. It was like something from the 
third world. Of course rather than 
concentrating on the sort of poverty that 
led these people into Nilsen's clutches, the 
tabloids preferred to run headlines like 
‘Commie Bastard Kills 17!’ 

In the film the Nilsen character is 
called Jorden Flag, and the body count has 
been reduced to four, representing a broad 
cross section of the actual victims. ‘It 
wasn't ever meant to be a documentary,' 
explains Fhiona. ‘It was my exploration, 
and what I was trying to do was ask 
questions rather than supply easy answers. 
In fact it started off that I didn’t even want 
people to recognise him as Nilsen. But 
everybody that saw it. from the cutting 


room up, knew who he was. Bob (Flag) 
doesn't look at all like Nilsen in real life, 
but once he got in front of the camera he 
underwent an incredible transformation 
and could almost be his double.' 

Anxious to avoid accusations of 
sensationalism, Fhiona's cool directorial 
approach conspires to keep viewers at a 
distance. 'I wanted to keep the audience 
on the outside. I didn’t want to be guilty of 
involving the audience in mass murder. 
That's why I made a conscious decision 
not to use any music, which might draw 
audiences in emotionally. And the camera 
was largely static and unobtrusive, using 
long takes reminiscent of Hitchcock’s 
ROPE.’ 

‘There are no big shock sequences. 
Little things became fascinating to me. 
Things that probably seem mundane. Like 
the kettle boiling on the same stove where 
the killer has boiled the severed head of 
one of his victims. We see him eating and 
sleeping in the same place as the corpse, 
and having a bath. In fact somehow the 
trivial things made the gore side seem 
comic. I would have been happy not to 
show the murders at all, but of course that 
is what fascinates people. The press 
attention was put on what he did to the 
bodies after he killed them, and not the 
taking of life. The details ARE incredibly 
fascinating, but to me they pale in 
comparison with the fact that these young 
men WERE living and now are not.’ 

One of the more controversial aspects 
of the Him is its graphic depiction of 
March/Nilsen's sleazy homosexual 
lifestyle, shown in unflinching detail in 
grubby scenes of drug-taking, casual 
pickups in gents toilets and joyless visits 
to prostitutes. ‘The censor was more 
offended by these scenes than the talcing 
of life,’ sighs Fhiona. 'They didn’t think 
there was anything gross about murder! 
The actors were uncomfortable with the 
homosexual scenes, but when you're 
filming you tend to get into a momentum, 
and halfway through the Blm you can get 


them to do whatever you want!' 

The rigours of directing took their toll 
on the final day of shooting when Fhiona’s 
appendix burst and she was carted off to 
hospital. That wasn’t her only problem. 
‘Being so young made it difficult for me to 
command respect, or even attention at 
times. Being female was also difncult. And 
of course it was difRcult because of the 
subject matter and because I had no 
training. But I knew exactly what I wanted, 
and it all worked out very well in the end. 
I look back and think that if I survived all 
those difHculties on my Hrst Rim then I 
can handle the second one easily.’ 

THE COLD LIGHT OF DAY went on to 
win a prize at the Venice Film festival 
where according to Fhiona. ‘At least a 
quarter of the audience walked out, but 
the people who remained stood up and 
applauded afterwards. They either loved it 
or they hated it, which was great. There 
can’t be a better compliment for a young 



filmmaker...' 

UK audiences will have a chance to 
judge for themselves when the film goes 
out on limited release next month. In the 
meantime Fhiona is working on her next 
project, which she says is also bound to 
upset a few people. ‘The working title is 
BAD MOTHER, GOOD LAY. Basically the 
story goes that a woman wants to kill her 
husband, so she creates a myth that there 
is a serial killer so she can pin it on him. 
It will be a black comedy. I'm also hoping 
to do a version of MACBETH, in Gaellic. 
with subtitles. Could this be considered a 
commercial sellout? She grins mis- 
chievously, ‘No comment!’ 
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John Brosnan revisws 
new books by Mark 
Morris, Don Simmons and 
Dean R Koontz. 


T he long shadow of Stephen King 
looms over most of the books 
featured in this month's coU 
umn. Is this good or bad? Well. 
I’m a fan of King myself and on the whole 
his influence on the horror genre has been 
a good thing if the horror novels in this 
month’s batch are anything to go by. The 
drawback is that you get the strong im> 
pression that the various writers are all 
drawing from the same creative well, with 
the result that their novels share common 
themes and imagery. For example, of the 
four new books here by American writers 
children figure prominently in the stories 
very much in the Stephen King manner. 
And. of course, the publishers are eager to 
stress the Stephen King connection: on 
the cover of Randall Boyll's After Sun- 
down (Corgi, £3.99) the blub goes, “The 
Most Horrifying Novel Of Snowbound 
Terror Since Stephen King's The Shin- 
ning”. 

The death of a child is the catalyst for 
the plot in After Sundown; two families 
who are neighbours are very close to each 
other and when the six year old daughter 
of one of them is killed in an accident they 
decide, after the funeral, to escape to a 
cabin in a remote mountain area to try and 
come to terms with their mutal grief. This 
is not a good idea. Veiy bad things have 
happened in the vicinity of the cabin in the 
past and history starts to repeat itself. The 
two families only realize they’re in serious 
trouble when they attempt to leave the 
cabin - and discover that the trail through 
the trees that they drove up only a couple 
of days before has disappeared.. .and the 
trees are also beginning to crowd in to- 
wards the cabin. 

After that the body-count mounts up a 
to rate last seen in Evil Dead and very 
soon there’s just one of the fathers left, 
and his young son. Ricky. It turns out that 
Ricky is the hub of all the bizarre happen- 
ings. which involve reincarnation, can- 
nibilism and a deranged Earth spirit. I 
wouldn't describe After Sundown top- 
notch horror - the plot depends too much 
on coincidence - but it had a good 
strangle-hold on me while 1 was reading it 
and what more can you ask for? 

No mention of Stephen King on the 


cover of The Cartoonist by Sean Costello 
(Pan, £3.99) but take a look at the au- 
thor's acknowledgements: after thanking 
a whole mob of people for their help, in- 
cluding his mother, brother etc, he ends 
with. “And Rnally, Stephen King, who 
stood by me at the junction of Knight's 
Hill Road and Route 302 and gave me the 
best advice a pro could give a beginner 
‘Read a lot and write a lot; it really works.' 
Thanks Steve. It worked." Did it? Well, 
okay. I've got to admit that The Cartoonist 
is pretty good if a bit predictable. It’s about 
this successful psychiatrist, Scott Bow- 
man. who has a beautiful wife, Krista, and 
delightful 10 year old daughter Kath. He 
loves them both very deeply so right off we 
know he's due for some very heavy crap 
concerning them. 

We already know from the prologue that 


he has a black secret in his past; when he 
was a medical student he'd been involved 
in a hit-and-run accident that killed a 
small girl out in some remote rural area. 
He had been the driver of the car. So when 
a weird old man turns up at the hospital 
where Bowman is working and starts pro- 
ducing some drawings that appear for 
foreshadow events in Bowman's life we 
automatically know there must be some 
connection between the dead girl and the 
old man. And towards the end of the book 
we find out what it is, but by that time 
Bowman is going through hell, with his 
wife dead and his daughter in the grip of a 
mysterious illness. Curiously, unli^ all 
the other horror books covered in the 
column this month. Evil comes out the 
clear winner in The Cartoonist. 

A change of pace for T..M. Wright with 
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his latest novel. The Place (Gollancz, 
£3.99). His previous three novels all dealt 
with ghosts, or rather, the Dead, and the 
message in all three of them was that 
being dead wasn’t much fun. I admired 
these books rather than enjoyed them but 
with The Place Wright has gotten away 
from his usual depressing theme and I 
found the results much more satisfying. Et 
revolves around an eight year old girl who 
is downright weird - she is highly intelli- 
gent but very self-centred and. at times, an 
annoying brat. She also spends a lot of 
time in her own personal world - the 
'place' of the title - which turns out to be 
just as real as this reality. It seems she 
possesses special powers but she is not 
unique: similar god-like powers are also 
possesssed by a raving loony called Harlan 
DeVries. He is aware of her existence and 
anxious to dominate her so that he can 
live on through her. so first he kidnaps 
her parents and her younger brother and 
her nightmare begins. Above average stuff. 
I wouldn't go as far as Stephen King who, 
in a typical piece of blurby hyperbole, says 
on the jacket of The Place, “Wright is 'A 
Rare And Blazing Talent" but I do agree 
that Wright is somthing out ot the ordi- 
nary as horror writers go. 

In a recent poll of horror writers in the 
Observer colour magazine Mark Morris 
cited Ramsey Campbell as his favourite 
horror author (Campbell came out overall 
favourite from the 9 writers canvassed) 
and i guess I can detect Campbell's influ- 
ence in Morris's latest novel Stitch 
(Piatkus, £13.99) but the overwhelming 
influence remains that of Stephen King 
(and. like King. Morris likes to write very 
long books). Stitch has echoes of It and 
The Tommyknockers, among other King 
novels but at the same time Morris has an 
authorial voice all of his own. and like 
Campbell’s, it is very much an English 

Stitch is set in a fictional university, 
Maybury. somewhere in north England. A 
group of students there have become the 
target for a malign creature known as Mr 
Stitch who spreads a kid of spiritual and 
physical corruption among them. I enjoyed 
it - Morris is a deft hand at pulling off 
bravura horror set-pieces - but at the end 
I realized there was something missing. 
Unlike all the other horor novels I've read 
recently there is no rationale for what 
occurs in the book: Morris doesn’t offer 
any explaination as to why Stitch has 
picked this particular university or these 
particular students. This may be deliber- 
ate on Morris's part - who needs rationale 
for an atack of pure Evil? - but I'm afraid 
the novel seems seriously flawed as a re- 
sult. 

There’s a rationale in Dan Simmon’s 
strangely similar Summer of Night 
(Healdine. £14.95); at the heart of all the 
terrible goings-on in the small Illinois 
town of Elm Haven is the huge bell sealed 
up in the tower of the town's gothic mon- 
strosity of a school building. Summer of 
Night has strong echoes of King's It. in 
that a group of pre-adolescent kids are at 
the centre of the plot and adults, though 
present, are only marginal characters - 
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John Farris 
Fiends 

From the bestselling author of The 
Fury comes a nightmare tale of an 
old man’s release from a mental 
hospital - and the holocaust of 
horror and destruction it unleashes. 
'A master of psychological 
horror.' peter straub 
£13 99 hardback 

Philip G. Williamson 
The First World Chronicles 
1: Dinbig of Khimmur 


Robert Holdstock 
The Bone forest 


The award-winning author returns 
to the legendary world of Mythago 
Wood and Lavondyss with the title 
novella of this outstanding short 
story collection. 


'A new expression of the British 
genius in fantasy.' ALAN garner 
£13.99 hardback 


The first novel from a young British 
author whose creation of an 
imaginary world, magical yet entirely 
believable, stands comparison with 
David Eddings. 





£14.99 hardback, 
£7.99 trade paperback 


Piers Anthony 
Incarnations of 
Book Seven: And Eternity 

The long-awaited climax to 
Anthony's astounding Incarnations 
series Three extraordinary women 
form a triumvirate and pursue a 
great quest - their souls the proving 
ground for eternal questions of 
good, evil and divinity.. 


£4 50 paperback 


Brian Lumley 

The Transition of Titas Crow 


Brian Lumley is reckoned by many to 
be Britain's answer to Stephen King 
This sequel to The Borrowers 
Beneath brilliantly marries SF with 
horror to tell the tale of Titas Crow's 
epic journey beyond space and time 
- beyond the limits of terror itself 


£3.50 paperback 


The Shape of Reading to Come 


Grafton Books 


I A Division of HarperCollinsfKWfj/wrj 
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with the exception of the villains. 

I enjoyed this one a lot - I eould 
say it's my favourite of the entire 
bunch. It's a kind of kids’ book 
for grown-ups - it utilises all of 
the major fears of childhood and 
I liked the way that school and 
teachers represent the ultimate 
evil. And it may be too far- 
fetched in the way that the kids 
develop incredible degrees of 
ingenuity and resourcefulness, 
take on the forces of evil and 
rout them completely but it's 
ail great, cathartic fun. 

I said that Summer of 
Night was strangly similar to 
Stitch and it's true: for ex- | 
ample both novels feature a 
creature whose mouth turns 
into an extended proboscis 
when he attacks his victims 
and who also discharges 
worm-like creatures from it 
that burrow into said vic- 
tims (small snakes in Stitch and large 
slugs in Summer of Night). Like I said at 
the start of this column, horror writers 
are all drawing from the same creative well 
(one sunk by Mr King) these days so it 
shouldn’t be surprising that we get the 
occasional overlapping of horror imagery 
in different novels. 

No sign of King's influence in Dean R. 
Koontz’s Night Chills (Headline. £14.95), 

As was the case with a previous Koontz 
novel that I reviewed last issue, I was 
halfway through this one before I'd real- 
ised I'd read it before. And, yes, a check on 
the copyright date revealed I'd been caught 
out like this before: this is a reprint of a 
novel originally published here in 1977. 

This is the one about the people who have 
developed a drug that allows total mind 
control through subliminal advertising. 
Their long-term plan is to use it to take 
over Kuwait, of all places, but first they 
test it on a small rural, town in New Eng- 
land. The scheme goes wrong when the 
scientist who invented the drug gives way 
to his preverted sexual desires and starts 
taking advantage of the women in the 
town. The situation rapidly gets out of 
control, the bodies start to pile up. the 
consipracy is exposed and the bad guys get 
their just desserts. 

It's an okay read but Koontz has im- 
proved a bit since then: he doesn't rely any 
longer on the type of sick sex scenes that 
permeate Night Chills, though on the 
minus side his books have got increas- 
ingly longer over the years (this one is 
mere 334 pages). But then, as I've said 
before. Koontz is not one of my favourite 
horror writers. 

Finally, a brief mention for a lone sci- 
ence fiction novel. Time for the Stars by 
Robert Heinlein (VGSF. £3.99). This is 
also a reprint, having originally been pub- 
lished in 1956. but well worth a look at. If 
you only knew Robert Heinlein from the ^ 
huge, unwieldy, self-indulgent books that '{ f 
he produced in the later years of his life \V 
you will find it a revelation to read Time 
for the Stars, written at the time when 
Robert Heinlein was science fiction. 
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hen the French army captured Toledo and Gen- 
eral Lasalle rescued me from the horrors of the 
pit and that slashing blade. I must have fainted at 
the very moment of my deliverance. On recover- 
ing my senses. I opened my eyes to gaze into 
those of my wife, whose loving countenance was clouded 
with anxiety. 

“Oh, thank you Cod you've survtvedi" She uttered the words 
with the depth of sincerity that I knew her to be capable of. Her 
gentle hands stroked my face and brow and the coolness of their 
touch refreshed my weary senses and aching limbs. 

“The nightmare is at an end.” she assured me. and after my 
experiences of the past few days I was ready to believe her. 

General Lasalle entered the apartment in which I lay and which 
I assumed to be a room in his headquarters. 

“Well, my friend, you've recovered,” he said in his genial 
manner. “Do you think you are well enough to stand? Here, let me 
give you my arm.” 

strength 


than I expected and the effort exhausted me very little. 

I thanked him profusely for my deliverance from the cellar 
dungeon where my tormentors of the Inquisition had imprisoned 
me. Their devilish devices seemed but a distant memory to a mind 
that was rejoicing in its freedom and restoration to the loving 
bosom of my wife. 

I turned to her. "Caterina. let us go. I am strong enough now. 
I have work to do.” I did not tell her what the work was. A plan 
was maturing in my fevered brain. I decided to keep it to myself 
until we arrived home. 

We bid goodbye to my rescuers and stepped out of the building 
into the fresh air of a May morning replete with a sky flecked with 
the tiniest of white clouds. Ah. how nature's benevolence con- 
trasts with the sadistic brutality of man! I thought of the tortures 
I had suffered and made a mental resolve that those responsible 
for them should not go unpunished. 

The azure sky that predicted a day of splendour contrasted, 
too. with the desolation that I saw around me. The city had not 
been taken without a great deal of destruction inflicted upon Its 
buildings and their inhabitants. The signs 
of this were to be seen on every hand. The 
corpses of slain soldiers both Spanish and 
French were strewn among the rubble of 
devastated houses. A horrid stench was 
beginning to pervade the air. 

Hastening through the shattered 
streets, we had the great good fortune to 
Find that the structure of our own home 
was undamaged, and the house had suf- 
fered only from the looting that is an inevi- 
table accompaniment of warfare between 
bitter enemies. 

At supper in our kitchen that evening 
my tortured brain was still pondering what 
I proposed to do. Hesitatingly I conHded it 
to Caterina. I expected that after what I 
had gone through she would approve, but 
she seemed strangely reluctant. 

“Don't think of it.” she pleaded. “Let 
us go away into the country where we can 
live in peace. We’ve seen enough of the 
horrors of Toledo.” 

"But we must think of it,” I replied. 
“They must be taught an enduring lesson 
that will serve as a grim warning to others 
of their kind.” 

“The war Is over. We should put it 
behind us and start to rebuild our lives 
elsewhere. Come with me to your fellow 
recusants. They will shelter and care for 
you until you are fully recovered.” 

But I remained unconvinced that that 





was what 1 wanted to do at this important stage in the events of 
my embittered life. We retired to our bedroom but it was a long 
time before sleep overtook my restless mind. 

The next morning I left the house and made my way back to 
ffie General's headquarters. There I asked him for the address of 
the prison where the priests who had been my judges were incar- 
cerated. He did not know it, such was the confused state of affairs 
existing in the city. But he promised to track them down for me. 
It was a week or two before he succeeded. In the meantime my 
impatience led me to call on him every day to see if there were any 
news. Finally I was rewarded with the details that I sought. 

The Governor of the prison received me civilly. Neither he nor 
General Lasatle was a sympathiser with the Inquisition, but their 
hatred was nothing compared with my own. I showed the Gover- 
nor the written authority that General Lasalle had given me. As I 
did so, I noticed an instrument lying on his desk. I identified It as 
the kitchen knife which I had snatched up hurriedly at the time of 
my arrest and concealed about my person. It had been taken from 
me when my clothing was exchanged for the rough garment of 
coarse serge that the Inquisitors provide for their hapless victims. 
The Governor handed it to me with a sardonic smile. 

We descended a stone staircase which led to the cells, expect- 
ing to encounter the three black-robed monsters who had con- 
demned me, but only two were found to be alive. The third had 
hanged himself with a strip of cloth tom from his own cloak. The 
remaining two were manacled, dragged upstairs, and bundled into 
a cart. They made a sorry sight. How tyrannical they had been 
when the awesome power of the Inquisition lay behind their every 
word and action! Uliat snivelling cowards they showed them- 
selves to be in the ignominy of defeat and capture! 

The cart came to a halt outside the dungeon where I had 
suffered the indescribable tortures of the pit and the pendulum. 
The soldiers who had accompanied me escorted my prisoners 
down to the cellar, where they left me alone with these wretched 
judges. 

Taking out the knife, 1 slid it into the fat belly of the younger 
of the two men. He collapsed in a heap and I kicked his inert form 
over the edge into the pit. He went shrieking to his ghastly death 
among the rats, where I hoped he would survive long enough for 
them to eat him alive as they had tried to eat me. 

On the finger of the older priest I observed a ring that was as 


familiar to me as the knife that I had recovered from the Gover- 
nor's desk. It was a diamond ring that Caterina had owned and 
that had been stolen from her when I was arrested. I wrenched it 
from his hand. Then, taking a stout piece of rope, I bound him to 
the low framework of wood upon which but latterly I had lain. He 
struggled with all the strength that remained to him after his 
conBnement. But his struggles were in vain and I easily subdued 
them. 

It did not need long to discover the infernal workings of the 
pendulum mechanism, and I set it in motion to begin its inexo- 
rable swing and descent. When the terrifying blade touched the 
body, it would cut the priest's throat. But not too soon. I wanted 
him to experience all the tortures of the hell that he had con- 
demned me to. 

I watched the gleaming crescent as it hissed through the fetid 
air. Fascinated, I stared at the hideous painting that from a panel 
in the ceiling intensiBed the ghastliness of the scene. It was the 
skeletal figure of Time holding what I had originally supposed to 
be the pictured image of a huge pendulum but which I now knew 
to be the actual pendulum attached to the dread blade. 

Then suddenly the door of the dungeon burst inwards as 
troops whose identity I recognised only too well invaded the 
cellar. I uttered a shrill despairing cry of protest at the ironic 
injustice that had overtaken me. Why, oh why. had I not heeded 
Caterina's pleading to seek a safe haven in the countryside? It was 
now too late. The Spaniards had retaken the city and my fate was 
in their avenging hands. 

The advance of the living was supported by an onslaught from 
the living dead. From the pit of hell rose the priest whom I had 
slain with the knife, the rats still clinging to the half-eaten 
carcass. And then horror of horrors! The form on the wooden 
framework burst its bonds and lurched towards me. The head 
hung down its back adhering to the body only by a strip of muscle, 
while from the severed neck there spurted a great stream of blood. 
Living and dead advanced towards me intent on destroying my 
very soul. 

These events are as real to me as anything that has ever 
occurred in my life. I And it hard to believe Caterina when she 
tells me that they never happened. But one thing I am sure of. I 
am now where she urged me to flee, for from my window I have 
watched the countryside in its varying moods as the seasons come 
and go. She assures me that the dungeon where I am eternally 
tormented by my persecutors is no more than the cell of the 
lunatic asylum where she has devotedly visited me every week for 
many a year. But I know better. For every lime she comes I notice 
that she is wearing the diamond ring. 
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